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THE ERONTESPEICE DISCOVERED. 





This spreading Vine^ like these choyce Leaves invites 
t The curious eye to tast her choyee Delights. 
I This fooLe, that knave^ stands bere to th* view of others^ |g 
i To shew that in the hook th*ave'many brothers. 
C The Devious Horseman^ wandring ia this Maze^ 

i 

^ Shewes Error^ and her execrable. Vfi^^ : 
Whose brazen Insolence^ and boldnesse uiges 
These home-foot Sa^rres to their angry Scoiuges : 
And he that drawes his sword against the Swarme 
Of Waspes> is he, that lasht^ begins to storme. 
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AD LBCTOREH. 



This Utile Booke uVikea fonuahH ftttit> 
And hath a dish^ I bope^ to pleaie «ach giiett. 
Here thou may'Bt finde some good and solid htrt ; 
If th6u ]oy*st pleftsant junkets^ here ihey ane; 
Perhaps shaipsawces take thee most; if so, 
I have cookt for thtee some sharp saTrces too; 
But if thy squendsh stomnbk can like none. 
No hody hinders thee; thou loa/st be fone» 



THE 



STATIONER TO THE READER. 



Ir neujy or oldxoUy pkase the Rdaddr hat, 
Fve hope, each man ofimty iM be our guest; 
The neu) wasjrani'd to humor some mens taste. 
Which if they like not, they may carve the last : 
Each dish hath satoce belongs tot, and you ftdU 
By your dislike, censure the Authors skill; 
Yet if you cannot speake toell qf it, spare 
To utter your dislike, that the like snare 
May entrap others; so the Booke may be 
Sold, though not lik'd, by a neateJaUade; 
That's all I aske, yet *tmll your gqqdnesse raise 
If as I gaine your coyn, he may your praise. 
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PREFACE. 



These FACEXiiE, or drolleries^ having been com- 
mitted to the care of the present editor by the 
publishers, who were demons of a limited reprint 
of them for the convenience and satisfaction of the 
curious in such rarities of " th' olden time,'' it now 
becomes his duty more minutely to explain the na- 
ture of the undertaking. 

It is here proposed to form two volumes of 
three distinct publications ; Mus aeum Delicib ; 
Wit Restoe'd ; and Wit's Recreations. The 
first and second are given entire, as they appear in 
editions 1656 and 1658. The third. Wit's Recrea^ 
tiofiSf is reprinted after the collation of four editions, 
1640-41-54 and 63, for the purpose of brin^g 
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VI PREFACE. 

together in one body all the various articles spread 
throughout, and not to be found in any one edition. 
For instance, there are many pieces in ed. 1640 that 
are not in 1641, many in 1641 not in 1640, an4 
many in 1640 and 1641 not in 1654, and vice versa. 
The edit. 1663* is a reprint of 1664, with a small 
addition towards the end, from ** On a patched up 
Madam^ to " The farewell to love and to his mis- 
tresse^ inclusive. The first edition, 1640, contains 
neither the plates-f, nor the Fancies and Fantasticksy 
nor the lines ^^ ad LectoremJ^ 

• There are, as the editor reads in the Censara literaria, two later 
editions, one of 1667 and the other of 1683, but he has been unable to 
meet with them. A MS. note remarks that the frontispiece in edit. 
1667 is retoQched, and Marshalts name erased. It is to be obsenred 
that the date at the end of ed. 1654 u 1667. 

f This statement was made on the autlioritj of sereral copies of the 
date 1640, when the editor accidentally met Mr. P. BLi§8, of St. 
John's, Oxford, to whom he is obliged for the information, that the 
copy 1640, in the Bodleian, has ?l frontispiece » which differs from the 
one here engraved in the following particulars. The two compait- 
ments on the right (as it is viewed) of the plate 1640, represent, the 
one above, a bee-hive and a swarm, with -the words *' nen nobit^ in- 
scribed on it ; and the lower one, " windy rimsick,** snch as a bag- 
pipe, flute, trumpet, &c. On the opposite page is an explanation in 
twelve verses, where instead of the couplet, 

" Thisyooie, that knave, stands here to th' view of others, 
" To shew that in the book th*ave many brothers." 
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PEEFACE. TU 

The titles to these books are replete with deli^t- 
ful promise. Musarum Delicia is potently attract- 
ive ; Wifs Recreations exceedingly fascinating ; and 
Wit Restored is enough to make one jump for jfty. 
The reader really " stupet in Titulis.*" Yet is it 
to 'be feared that what was said of Sulpicia% c/Rea 
but too truly describes our author'^s 

" DEUCIA8, FACETIABQUE. 

" C^tts Carmma qm bene ^BtHmmii, 
" NuUoM dixerit ate nejmorenu** 

It is confessed that there are pieces, which display 
some very poetical and harmonious numbers, and it 
may also be affirmed that there is no Want of wit 
and pleasantry, but the lack of grace and bienUanee 



are introduced, or rather there flood origkudlyf these four lines 
explanatory : 

<' The$e painefull Beet, presented to thy view, 

^ Shewet th* Author works not for himte^e, but ffou, 

*' The wmdy munck, that sahUet thme eye^ 

^ Bespeaket thine eare, ihy judgement standing by*** 

The title on the tablet in the middle rons thns : 

** Wnrs Recrbations, selected from the finest fanties ofmodeme 
Muses, With a Thousand out-Landish ProverbsJ' 

These Froverbs, a copy in the Taloable collection of Mr. James 
PBRRT has, with liis hind penni8sion» snpplied. 
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is superabundant; for which it may be doubied 
whether by any, except the black-letter tribe, Sir 
William Pad^s excuse will be recdved: 



I dare assiire *em. 



" Tboaght be contra madesHam, 'tis not cmtra ntiunm/* 

Mm, Del. p. 69. 

No apology is necessary to those for whom this 
publication is almost exclusively intended, as the 
editor has frequently remarked that very grave col- 
lectors can smile with infinite complacency on im- 
purities in an old book, no particle c^ which would 
for an instant be endured by them in a new one. 
This love and reverence for the antique mother is 
not however peculiar to them, as it is not rarety 
seen in classical old gentlemen of much piety and 
worth, who, though they would frown the utters- 
of an English double entendre into dust, will chuckle 
at and enjoy a quotation from Juvenal, or Horace, 
or certain Latin epigrams, which, if translated and 
delivered in societies, by no means puritanical, 
would speedily send the speaker on his travels by 
the nearest outlet, door, or window. 

The wits of other days were remarkably facetious 
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and ha|q)y in the formation of titk-fages; like 
signs at a fair, they are often the best part of the 
exhibition ; and there you may stop if you plea ao  



'^ Lemmata $i qtuBiit cur tint adtaipta, dociio ; 
^' Ut, si imUuerit, kmmata $ola UgatJ* 

To the tide and frontispiece of a copy of ** Witts 
Recreatiofts, 164>1,^ is suffixed this couplet in MS. 

^^ Take my advice, no further look, 
** TTiit only page is vwrth the Book,** 

wliich seems to have been borrowed fi^m some other 
title-page, probably more worthy of it But as these 
titles are such important matters, it will be just not 
to defraud the reader of the variety of the editions 
of Wits Recreations. 
Edit 1641. 

tc Wits Recreations. Containing 

630 Epigrams. 

160 Epitaphs. 

r Fancies 
Variety of ^ and 

^Fantasticks 

Good for melancholly humours. 

Mart. Non cuique datur habere nasum. 

Lfondon^ Printed by Thomas Cotes, for Humphry 

Blunden at the Castle in Corn-hill. l64l.'* 
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Edit. 1654. 

** RscREATioN for ingenious Head-peeoes. Or a Px.ea- 
SANT Grove for their Wits to walk in. 
/Epigrams 700. 
1 £pitaphs 20a 
I Fancies, a number. 
^Fantasticks^ abundance. 

With their addition^ multiplication^ and division. 

Mart. Non cuique datur habere nasum, 

London, Printed by M. Simmons, in Aldersgate-Street. 

1654." 

At the end we have the date " 1667." 
Edit. 1663 differs from the last in nothing but 
the . date, and " S."' for M . Simmons. The date 
1663 is repeated after Finis. 

Wit's Recreations being a mass of jeux 
d*espritj written and collected at various periods, 
it would be idle to attempt to speak of the authors ; 
but the editor has given some account of Sir John 
Mennis and Dr. James Smith, which, as thdr 
names respect the Musarum Delicia^ and Wit Re^ 
stor^dy will, it is hoped, at this hour of the day, be 
found reasonably satisfactory. 

Notes might be written^ as they have been in 
better caseS) to a surfeit, supplying a gloss to ob- 



PREFACE. XI 

solete terms, explaining allusions, and pointing out 
borrowers, who have exercised all the freedom of 
Snglishmen, perfectly uncontaminated with th^ 
honesty*. This would here however be *^ in tenui 
labor j^ and very small the glory. Still, as a spe- 
cnmen, which may be agreeable to those, who make 
researches into such trifles, for there are yet some, 
who praise 

" a note 

*^ Mare Hum the vene, an which the Critic wrote,** f 

a few illustrative comments shall be oflered in this 
place. 



* Thu literary freebooting has always obtained, bot it ondoobtedly 
appears in a veiy uncommon point of view, when we find some of 
€>or most approved Imh Bulb in the oftta of Hibroclbs, the plotomc 
phUotapher ! Take, for a sample, the first in his collection, which 
shall be pren in his own words, as it can have no claim to noftelty 
in $nj other shape. 

Zxe'^'K'twc xoXi/jM^y jSmXi/mcyoc itafa ^ixfot twnyn* Hfjuawf nf 

f LoBp Bybom's Thaughti tuggetted by a CoUege EromiiMfion. 
1807. 
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MUSARUM DELICIiE. 

Pope, in classing the English poets for his projected 
discourse on the rise and progress of Engli^ poetry, 
has conddered Sir J. Mennis and Thos. Batnal 
as the original of Hudibras. See Dr. Waeton'^s 
Essays. Some of these pieces certainly partake of 
the wit, raillery, and playful ver^cation of But- 
lee; and this collection, it is just to remember, 
made its appearance eight years befcnre the publica- 
tion of Hudibras. Dr.. Farmer has traced much 
of Butler in Cleveland. 

The^rs^ edition of Mus, Del. 1655, differs only 
from the present in " Severall select pieces of spor- 
five wit" standing in the title-page, instead of 
*' Severall pieces otpoetique wit;'^ and in the pub- 
lishers address, which is as follows : 

'' The Stationer to the Ingenious Reader^ 
Plain Poetry is now disesteemed^ it must be Drollery, 
or it wiU not please : I have therefore to regal the cu- 
rious Pallats of these Times, made a collection of Sir 
John MenniSj and Doctor Smiths drolish intercourses; 
which as they need no recommendation to your ac- 
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ceptance^ the world being well acquainted with the 

ingenuity both of those Persons and their productions } 

80 neither can you suspect y™. adulterate, since they 

are inimitable by any but themselves. 

Read, Laugh^ and enjoy. 

H. H." 

Page 6. Young Herric^A, e. the author of Het. 
sperides. 

P. 12. at thy table 

Fidlers^ that were abhoniinable. 
Abominable is generally referred to the Latin abo^ 
minor y and derived &om ab and omeny as implying 
something that is to be deprecated as ominous ; but, 
says the late Rev. Jon. Boucher, in his Supplement 
to Johnson'^s Dictionary, I am not sure that the an- 
dent spelling abAommable, which I find in Hawkins's 
old plays (see vol. i. "Lusty Juventus, in which one 
of the characters is called Abhominable Living ; 
and vol. iii. p. 140. where Miniver says, ^* Die thou 
wilt, I warrant, in thy abhominable miSy^) may not 
lead us to a better etymology, viz. to ab and homoy 
as implying something that is unworthy of a man, 
and therdfore to be detested; and^ if I mistake not, 
on this idea, a much better reason may be given for 
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Holqfemes^s quarrelling with what he regarded as 
an illiterate innovation, viz. abominable^ than that 
which Mr. Steevens has assigned : see note to Lovers 
labour Lost. a. 5. sc. 1. It does not seem to be at 
all in character for HoIoferneSy a schoolmaster and 
a pedant, to ridicule a *^ mere foppish manner of 
speaking, and an affected pronunciation ;^ but per- 
fectly so, to take offence at a pronunciation, which 
discovered how little the speaker knew of the origin 
of the words which he uttered so glibly. In the 
same spirit, the omis^on of the b in doubt and debt, 
are objected to, as losing sight of their Latin origin. 
All that can be further said respecting this inter- 
pretation is, that by admitting it, nothing is lost, 
and something may be gained. 

P. 12. Will has in his face thejlawes, — Davenant 
-^his loss in the field of Love jeered at, as usual, 
" habet sua castra Cupido.'" 

P. 21. A Journey into France.'^'Bj Dr. Corbet 
Printed in Dryden^s Miscellanies. It is also printed 
in Bishop Corbet^s Poems, 1672, and called Dr. 
Corbet^s Journey, but almost every stanza is altered 
and spoiled. The copy in Mr. Gilchrisf s *^ Poems 
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of Richard Corbet,^ 1807, p. 94, labours under the 
same imputation, which b surprising in a man of so 
much accuracy and research, especially as it appears 
from p. xxii. that he had this work before him at 
the lime. 

St. 2, John Dory. — " Of this popular song, 
which is,^ says Mr. Gilchrist, '* reprinted from 
Deuteromelia, 1609, in Hawkins^ History of Music, 
and in Ritson^s Antient Songs, the following is the 
introductory stanza : 

As it fell upon a holydaj 

And upon a holy-tide-a, 

John Dory brougbt him an ambling nag 

To Paris for to ride-a." 

See also O^Keefe^s song. 

St 4. oia the fourth hne. is a superfluity of the 
printer J. G. of 1656 ; and such errors must not be 
ascribed to Mr. Davison, the printer of 1817. It 
is unnecessary to notice more; they abound, but 
will be as easily corrected as perceived. 

St. 17. Lewis the Just.-^^^ Louis XIII. for no 
superior virtues sumamed Le Juste. I have seen it 
somewhere observed that he chose his ministers for 
extraordinary reasons: Richlieu, because he could 
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not govern his kingdom without him ; Des Noyers, 
for psabn-^ging ; and le due de Zujmes, for being 
an expert bird-catcher. The satire of Corbet seems 
to justify the remark.'"— GiVcAm^ 

P. 27. Yewlj or Yule, is the north country term 
for Christmas. 

P. 28. Craifish river.— i. e. Lea. 

P. 32. Felt'tnakers.'^i. e. hat manufacturers. 

P. 35. OberorCs apparel has much fanciful and 
felicitous appropriation to his fairy majesty. It is 
given in Ellis^s Specimens, vol. iii. In Herrick^s 
Hesperides, 1648, pp. 131 — ^191. see Oberotfs Feast 
and Oberon^s Palace. 

P. 37. CoW'ladyes. — i. e. lady-bird. 

P. 37. His belt was made ofmirtle &ave5.— Kit 
Marlow imitated. See Walton. 

P. 88. See p. 83. for the reply. 

P. 43. For ^ loy clings fiilly,' read ^ Ivy clings full.*^ 

P. 62. 

But her chast breast ^ cold as the cloyster*d nutif 

Whose frost to chrystal might congeal the sun. 
This compliment seems to have been wholly poetical. 
According to 6bai7geb, Madame la Duchesse de 
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Ckevreuse was by no means the icicle that hainga 
on Dianas temple. He has given a particular ac- 
count of her, and pointed out this copy of verses oa 
her swimming as not having been recorded among 
her adventures in the memoirs of De Retz : but 
Granger has erroneously surmised the writer to be 
Mason instead of Mennis. 

P. 52. This is a satire on the folio edition of 
SucKLiNG^s Aglauroy by Rich. Brome. See Lang- 
baine, p. 497. 

P. 66. The fart censured in the Parliament 
House, — Three MS. copies of this satire, in the 
British Museum, ascribe it to Sucklikg, and add 
to the tide ^^ by a worshipful June each speaking in 
their order.*" See Ayscough^s Cat p. 8X7. 

The fart J &c — ^this is one of the ^^ Musarum 
delicia^ or the Muses recreation r Mr. Giffobd, 
in his excellent edition of our Ben Jonson, 1816, has 
the following notes on this passage in the Alchemist : 

<' Then my poets*^ (shall be) 
" The same that writ so fubtly ofthefartf 
<< fFham I wiU entertain still for that subject.*' 

^^ Who the author alluded to should be, I cannot^ 
say: in the collection of poems called Mtisarum 

VOL. I. b 
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Delicue^ or the Muses Recreation, by SW John Meii- 
nis and Dr. J. Snuth, there is a poem called the fart 
censured in the parliament house ; it was occaooned 
by an escape of that kind in the House of Commons. 
I have seen part of this poem ascribed to an author 
in the time of Que^ Elizabeth^ and possibly it may 
be the thing referred to by Jonson. Whal. 

" This ^ escape,' as Whalley calls it, took place 
iA 1607, long after the time of Elizabeth. The 
ballad is among the Harleian MSS. and is also 
printed in the Siate Poems. It contains about forty 
stanzas of the mo^ wretched doggrel, conveying th6 
opbioa of as many members of parliaiBfint oa the 
subject; and as each of them is accompanied by a 
brief trait or description of the respective speakers,, 
it might, notwithstanding its meanness, have in- 
terested or amused tiie politicians of those day^. I 
subjoin a few of the characters, as a spedmen: 



« 



Quoth jpmce Mr. James of the Isle of l/^Hght.— 
Philip Gawdy stroaJ^d the old tivhble (f his face. 
Then modest Sir John HoUis. 
Sir Robert Cotton, well read in old stories. 
Then prectte Sir Antony Cope.* Vol. IV. p. 55. 

The last hne in the second edit, runs thus : 

i. .*^ Then freciseljf rose Sir AfUhany Cope.^* 
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F. 78. Will Bagnall.— Emit in first edit Tom. 
In Wit Restor^dj the same peoe appears mritfa the 
addition of three stanzas. 

F. 67. Imitatio Chauceri, — ^Not in bUick letter 
in the first edition. 

P. 96. — ftaked bedlams^ painted babies, 
Spottijied facesy andfrenchified ladies. 
Here is authority fi:>r the rhyme, 

Benedicke. I can finde out no rime to ladie but 
babie, an innocent rime. Much adoe about nothing. 
Act quin. edit. 16SS. 

P. 97. but a t . Protector"-^ fling at Cnmi* 
ivelL 

P. 98. K. A. — ^i. e. King Arthur. 

WITTS RECREATIONS. 

P. 134. Epigram. '^ On a Wanton^-^K similar 

jeu de mot occurs in RasalyndCf or Euphues Golden 

Legacye, 1590, by T. Lodge, the romance on which 

Shakspeabe foimded As you like it. Agairi in 

JoKSDK^s Sad Shepherd^ act i. sc. 6. ^^ You are a 

b2 
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wanton. One, I do confess, I wanted till you 



came." 



P. 249. Epitaph. On Hobson the Carrier.^^^ If 
Constellations^ &c. — ^Hobson^s inn at London was 
the Bull, Bishopsgate^street, where his figure in 
fresco, with an inscription, was lately to be seen. 
He died Jan. 1, 1630, while the plague was in 
London. Peck, at the end of his Memoirs of 
Cromwell, has printed Hobson^s will. See Warton's 
Milton, p. 319. Two othar epitaphs upon him are 
to be found in Milton^s lesser poems, and one in MS. 
is said by Warton to be in the Bodleian library at 
Oxford. 

WIT RESTORED, 

which consists principally of droll songs, shall pass 
here without comment—" O^er-master it as you 
may.'" Two references however it may not be 
amiss to make. 

1st The verses " On Oxford Schollers,'" p. 164, 
are to be found, wtlh a difference^ in Mr. Gilchrist's 
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Life of Dr. Corbet, p. xxii. He transcribes from 
Antfacmy Wood^s papers in Aahmole's Museum, 
and subjoins this note :— 

'' It occurs, with some variations, in a scarce 
poetical miscellany called Wit Restor'dj 8vo. 1658, 
the use of which, in common with many other vo^ 
lumes of stiQ greater rarity and value, I owe to the 
liberality of Thomas Hill, Esq^ 

2nd. For The Lover^s Melancholt/y p. 167, see 
The Nice Valour, or the Passionate Madman^ act 8, 
by Beaumont and Fletcher, where it appears 
with several variations. 



Bonembering the fatal consequence of scouring 
the CoNNOissEun^s Roman Vase, the editor has not 
presumed to brush off any of the sacred dust fincmi 
these volumes. Here is the andent metal with all 
its precious lerugo— the spelling and what not being 
carefully preserved, and sent forth, according to the 
edition printed from, with rarely a sdngle imperfec- 
tion removed to warrant the gentlest sigh of doting 
lamentation. 
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** Cashinb. The very mutilations of this piece are 
worth all the most perfect performances of modem 
artists. 

Babon de Gbokinoen. Upon my hoDour, ^tis a 
very fioe bust ; but where is de nose ? 

Novice. The nose ; what care I for the nose ? 
Where is de noae? Why, sir, if it had a nose, 
I would not g^ve sixpence for it— -Jibs? the devil 
should we distinguish the works of the ancients, if 
they were perfect 'f^ Footers Taste, act iL 

This is the inscription, which these authors ought 
to have placed over their threshold : 

Si quis tarn ambitiosi tristis est, tU apud ilium 
in nulld pagind Latini loqui sat est, potest Titvlo 
eotttentus esse. Epigrammata illis scribuntur, qui 
solent spectare Fhrales. Non intret Cato theatrum 
nostrum. Mabt. Epist. ad Lectorem. 



January, I817. 
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SIR JOHN MENNIS. 



The slight memdrs, which we have to present of 
Sir John Mennis^ (as the name is properly spelt) 
are collected firom Anthony Wood; with such 
additicHis as our best researches could supply. 

^^ John Mennes^ the third son of Andrew 
Mennes^ Esq. ; (by Jane, his second wife, dau^« 
ter otJohn Blenchendon*, Esq. ;) son of Matthew 
Moines, was bom in the parish of S. Peter, in 

* Blenchenden is the spelling* and not Blenchendon, as Wood 
writes k. The meocheiidens are an ancient famiiy of Monkton, in 
the Isle of Thanet; bat we believe that tins John Blcnchenden was 
of Aldington, in Kent, who married his cousin Frances, daughter of 
Thomas Blenchenden, Esq. of Mon]Lton» widow of Thomas Epps, <if 
New Romney, Kent, and widow and relict of NkJa, Boblnion. So 
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Sandwich, in Kent, on the 11th of May, 1598, and 
was educated in grammar learning in the free-achool 
there*. In the 17th year of his age, or thereabouts, 
he became a Com. of Corp. Ch. . ColL where con- 
tinuing for some years did advance himself much in 
several sorts of learning, especially in humanity and 
poetry, and something in history. Afterwards he 
became a great traveller, a most noted seaman, and 
as well skilled in marine affairs^ in building of ships, 
and all belonging thereunto, as any man of his time. 
In the reign of Sing James I. he had a place in 
the Navy-office, and in the reign of King Charles I. 
was made Controller of it In 1686 I find him a 
militia captain, and in 1639 he was captain of a 
troop of horse in the expedition against the Scots. 
In 1641 I find him a vice-admiral^ and by that tide 
did he receive the honour of Knighthood from hia 
Majesty at Dover, in the month of February the 
same year. Afterwards upon the breaking out of 

saya the monument of this *' modest gentlewoman," who had issue 
by each of her husbands. She died Dec. 85, 161 1, wanting only 
twenty-eight days of fiirty«eight yean: and what may perhaps be 
thought a little oddly expressed on the marble, - She eitfoyed three 
Hutbmd$,'*-^Ed. 
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the rebeOkni, he doeely adhered to the cause of his 
majesty, and in 1642 I find him captain of a ship 
called the RainbaWy for his majesty^s service, while 
Bdbert, Earl of Warwick, was vice-admiral, but 
how long he continued in that employment I cannot 
tell ; sure I am that when his majesty^s cause de- 
clined, he left the nation, and for a time adhered to 
Prince Rupert j while he roved on the seas against 
the usurpers in England ; who being successless, he 
retired to King Charles II. in exile, took his fortune 
as other royalists did, yet always in a gay, cheerfiil, 
and merry conditicm. After the return of his ma- 
jesty from his exile, he was made governor of Dcyotr 
Castky and had the place of Chief Comptroller of 
the Navy conferred on him, which he kept to his 
dying day, being accounted by all that knew him 
to be an honest and stout man, generous and re- 
ligious, and well skilled in physic and chymistry. 
This person, who was always poetically g^ven, and 
therefore his company was delightful to all ingenious 
and witty men, was author of the greater part of a 
book entit 

^' MusASUM DELicus : or, the Muses recreation, 
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eoDtainiiig seraral jneces of poetic wit Lond. 1656. 
oct 2d. edit. James Smith, whom I have men- 
tioned under the year 1667, had so great aliand in 
that book that he is esteemed the author almost of 
half of it. Sir John Mennes hath also written : 

'^ Epsom fVells, a poem, printed in qu. and diyers 
other poems, scattered in other men'^s works. He 
hath also extant a mock poem on Sir Will. Da^ 
venant and his Gondibert; and did assist, as I have 
been credibly informed. Sir John Suckling in the 
composition of some of his poetry ; on whom, and 
his fine troop of horse that ran away, when they 
were to engage with the enemy, he wrote a scoffing 
ballad. At length, he. having lived beyond the age 
of man, concluded his last day in the Havy Office^ 
in Seething Laue^ within the city of London, on 
Saturday, the 18th of February, 1670 : whereupon 
his body was buried at the upper end of the chancel 
of the church of S. Olaves^ in Hart Street^ on the 
27th day of the same month. Soon after was a 
neat monument* erected over his grave, with an 
inscription thereon, much becoming the person for 

* On the soath side of the cominaiuon tabic. — ^£4. 
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whom it was set up. His eldest brother, which his 
father had by his first wife Elizabeth fVarham^y 
was named Matthew^'f who was created Knight of 
the Bath at the coronation of K. Charles I. The 
second was named Thomas^ who was buried in the 
church of S. Peter, in Sandwich, in Jan. 16S1.'*'— 
Athen. Oxon. vol. ii. p. 482. 

We have, out of respect for Anthony Wood, 
transcribed all that he has said on this head, and 
more might be added from other sources, but we re- 
frain from giving any further taste of the family tree. 
Afler a diligent search through all the histories of 
the dvil wars, and the state papers, we can gather 
nothing to our purpose prior to the Restoratiorty 
except from Lord Clakendon. 

Of the revolt of the fleet in the reign of Charles I. 
his lordship observes: 

" The rear-admiral. Sir John MenneSy who wa» 

* flo doubt related to Archini^iop Warham,'—Ed, 

f Sir Matthew Mennis is, in Aosds Garter's Observations intro- 
ductory to an Historical Essay upon the Knighthood of the Bath, 
emmeoosly called Sir Matthew Mmwu. The Mennis family bore 
gules, a chevron vairy asure and or, three leopards' faces of the last ; 
and were mentioned in a visitation of Kent by the heralds in 1619. 
Hasted, the Kentish historian, had the MS. but it was burnt. — Ed, 
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dp unquestionable integrity, and Captain Burly, were 
the only two who refused to submit to the Earl of 
Warwick, the Parliament high-admiral. They weire 
quickly discharged, and set on shore, and the rest, 
without any scruple or hesitation, obliged themselTes 
to obey the Earl of Warwick in the Service <^ the 
parliament: so that the storm was now oyer, and 
the parliament fully and entirely possessed of the 
royal navy and militia by sea, for they quickly dis^ 
posed of two other honest captains, Kettleby and 
StradHn, whom they could not corrupt, who guarded 
the Irish seas, and got those ships hkemse in their 
service. And thus his majesty was without one ship 
of his own in his three kingdoms, at his devotion.^^ 

This noble fidelity is a lasting honour to Sir John 
and the three brave captains, who durst remain loyal 
and true in a time of universal treason. Whoi 
Prince Rupert undertook the care of the little but 
faithful fleet, which he had collected together, he 
appointed Sir J. Mennis commander of the Swallow^ 
a ship of which he had many years before be^i cap* 
tain. This squadron sailed to Helvoetsluys, but 
the prevailing party defeated the great olyect of 
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the expeditioii. & John afterwards a[q)earB to 
have heen a^^inted to co-operate with the loyal 
Colonel Penniddodc, in the revolt against Crom- 
well^ but the cause was weakly supported, and 
terminated in the ruin of several on land— happily 
Sir John was safe. He continued with his sovereign 
tiQ the Restoration, when his merit was well re- 
membered. The gaiety of his spirits, and his meUf 
tal abilities, greatly assisted his interest Nautical 
men are generally sent to sea with very little learn- 
11^; but he, being both a scholar and a gentleman^ 
was prbbaldy the most accomplished seaman in the 
fleet, with the excqition of the Earl of Sandwich, 
who was able to distinguish himself by his pen and 
his pencil, as weU as by his sword, as his MSS. 
abundantly testify. By these MSS. it is evident 
that his lordship highly valued Sir John Minns^ as 
he writes the name. In 1661-S he was with that 
nobleman at Tangier, when a mole was to be formed 
there. In 1662 we find him with Lord Sandwich 
at Lisbon^ to whose court he went to receive Ca- 
therinCj the infanta, the consort of Charles II. We 
here see him employed in taking and valuing the 
jewels, which composed a part of the queen's for- 
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tune. At this period he was vice-^idniiial of the 
fleet, and without doubt received some valuahle 
presents, as well from the court of Portugal, as fiom 
his own. Whatever his gallantry, however, it must 
have been put exceedingly to the test by the Portu^ 
guest maids of honour, who accompanied her miyesty: 
to England, for they seem to have been carefully and 
most skiUiilly selected for their extreme ugliness. 

We hear little of him after this time, when indeed 
his age and services required retirement He had 
outlived the wits of his youthful days, and England 
-was more strange to him than the continent, where 
he had spent so large a portion of his life. Were it 
worth the enquiry, many notices of him and Dr. 
Smith might perhaps be found in the writings of 
their contemporaries*. Neither Sir John, nor any 



* In Sir John Denham't poems is an epistle ** To Sir John 
bdng innted from Cuius to Bologne to eat a pig." It begins thns : 

** All on a weeping Monday 
With a fat Bulgarian sloven. 
Little Admiral John 
To Bologne is gone/' &c. 
And in Rich, FUcknc^t Diarium, 1656, are these lines: 

« oor English Dr. Smithy 

Whose mose so bonny is and blithe ; 
Or, in fine, of 5tr John Memus, 
For excellence yieldeth not to anys." 
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of his family, sat in parliament after the return of 
Charles II. We know of no portrait of him. None 
has been engraved*. 

* The Centura lAterairia, rol. W. p. 398 — ^9, quotes a carioos tract, 
entitled " A Relation of this Insurrection,'* 1650, ISmo. by Matthew 
Garter, which relates to the Kentish insurrection, 1648, in favour of 
the king, in which Sir John was implicated ; and also gives, from 
Topagr, iii. p. 154, this epitaph on a mural tablet at Nonington, Kent. 

Ific sunt deposits Janse reliqnin 
Ab antiqus generosornm Liddellomm familia oriundn 
£x castello de Ravensworth in agro Dunelroensi 
Johannis Mennes Equitis aurati 
Anglo-Cantiani conjugis, maris Anglicani Yice-Admiraili. 
Ilia, absente sub veils Marito Regiis 
Keginam ex Gallia Biariam revehentibus 
Apnd Fredville Johannis Bojs amngeri occumbens 
Hospitali istius humanitate 
Hie inhumatur. 
In sacram dilecdssimae consortb memoriara 
Martti pietate hoc marmor erigitur. 
Nata anno drciter 1603, Julii 23, 1662. Denata. 
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James Smith, son of Tho. Smith, rector of 
Merston, in Bedfordshire, and brother to Dr. Tha 
Smith, sometimes an eminent physician of Braaen 
Coll. was bom,^^ says Wood, ^^ in the said town of 
Merston, matriculated as a member of Ch. Ch. in 
Lent term 16S|, aged 18 years, and soon afier was 
transplanted to Ldnc^ ColLy where he continued for 
some years a commoner. Thence he was preferred 
to be chaplain at sea to Henry ^ Earl of Hdland, 
who was admiral of a squadron of ships sent for 
a supply to the Isle of Bee. Afterwards he was 
domestic chaplain to Thor. Earl of Cleevland, who 
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had an espedal respect for him for his ingenuity and 
excellent parts. In his service he continued six 
years, had a benefice in Lincolnshire^ which he 
kept for a time, and in 1633 took the d^ree of 
Bach, of Div. by accumulation, being then much 
in esteem with the poetical wits of that time, parti- 
cularly with Philip Massenger, who called him his 
son. Will. D^avenanty John Mennes, &c. From his 
benefice in l<incolnsh. he removed to Kings Nimph^ 
ton J in Devonsh., and leaving a curat ^ere, he went 
as chaplain to the before-mentioned Earl of Holland, 
lieutenant-general of the English forces in the first 
expedition against the Scots, Returning thence 
soon after, he settled at Kings Nimphton, where he 
resided during all the changes of government, by 
compliance with the power that was uppermost. 
After his miyestyai return he was made one of the 
canons of S. Peter's cathedral in Exeter^ arch- 
deacon of Barnstaple^ cha^dain to Edw. Earl of 
Clarendon, and in July, 1661, he was actually, 
created Doct of Divinity. In the next year he be- 
came chauntor of Exetety in the place of Dr. S. 
Ward, promoted to the ^pscopal see of that place. 
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and in 1663 was presented to the rectory of Al^ 
phj/ngiofiy in Devonshire, (at which time he resigned 
Kings Nymphton, and his archdeaconry), where he 
finished his course. His chief works that are of 
poetry, are in 

'^ MusABUM Delicti : or, the Muses Recreation, 
containing several pieces of poetic wit Lond, 1656. 
Oct second edit and also in another book, entit 

a Wit bestobed, in several select Poems. LofuL 
1658. oct Which book, I say, is mostly of our 
author SmitlCs composition. At the end of which 
is his translation, or poem, called The innovation of 
Penelope and Ulysses^ a mock poem. Lond. 1658. 
oct. And at the end of that also, is Cleaveland^t 
Rebel Scot, translated into Latin. He also composed 

^^ Certain Anthems^^not the musical, but poetical 
part of them — ^which are to this day used and sung 
in the cath. di. at Exeter. At length paying his 
last debt to nature at Alphyngton, on the 20th day 
of June, 1667, his body was conveyed to Kings 
Nymphton before mentioned, and was buried in the 
chancel belonging to the church there, near to the 
body of Elizabeth J his first wife. Over their graves 
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iras soon a&et put a ocmiely mcHiument, with 
inscriptioii thereon (enlarged after the death of hia 
aeoGod wife, who died four years after him) the 
contents of which shall now for hrevity^s sdi& be 
omitted.'" Athen. Oxon. vol. ii. p. 398. 

The name oi Smith is so common that it almost 
defies the posfflbility of identifying persons. .We 
have no means of consulting the history of any part 
of Bedfordshire, whence he s{Himg, and Ritson'^s 
Survey of Devofi, the county in which he died, says 
liothing of him. The place, whare he lies buried^ is 
now spelt King^s Nympton. His easy c(»npliance 
with the times, not making him a Confessor^ is the 
reason why he is unnoticed by either pafty. Walker 
and Calamy leave him and his history in silent 
neglect Le Neve, in his Monumenta Anglicanuy 
makes no mention of him, nor does Smith, in his 

« • 

obituary, either touch on him or Sir John Mermis : 
and, what is mare surprising, thdr works are omitted 
in the Catalogue of the most vendible Books in 
England, prmted in London 1658. Bishop White 
Kennet, in his Register and Chromde Ecclesiastical 
and Civil, notices him as S. T. P. and as installed 
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precentor of the church of Exeter by proxy Feb. 7, 
1661, and in person April 12, 166S, and agrees 
with Wood and Isaak, in his Antiquities dP the 
City of Exeter, ifi the date of his decease. 

Dr. Smith Hyed in dieerkss times, and amongst 
a sour people. Mirth was then a mortal sin, and 
however innocent a fair, fat, laughing face nu^t 
be, it was con^dered as the portrait of Lucifer ; and 
poetry, except Stemhold and Hopkins^ (if that be an 
exception) as little less than the sign of a reprobate 
mind, void of all grace. It is strange that he had 
the hardihood to publish his poems during the 
usurpation ; but the restoration was at hand, when 
such a muse- could breathe freely, in an atmosphere 
perfectly congenial to her. 

JLasciva est nobis pagina, vita proba est — seems, 
fixHn all we can learn of them, very applicable to Sir 
J. Mennis and Dr. Smith ; and it must be owned 
that the admission leaves an abundance to marvel at 
in a ^^ religious'" Knight, and a Doctor of Divinity, 
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STJTIONER 



TO THE 



CANDID AND COURTEOUS READER, 



THEjbUc/mng lines once more present thenuehes 
unto your w«o, being confident in their oume ingenuity 
and innocence: That kinde reception tvhich they gene- 
rally found in their Jir^st impression, is incouragement 
enough to put them upon this second adventure : To your 
hands may this Jinde an easie and a tvelcome accesse. 
The tw>rke spedkes its otvne mrth, and stands in need qf 
no encomiums : That it may prtme an addUition to your 
contpntment, is the ambition and designe of 
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THE MUSES RECREATION. 



TO 

PARSON WEEKS. 

AN INVITATION TO LONDON. 

How now, my John, what, is't the care 

Of thy small flock, that keeps thee there } 

Or hath the bishop, in a rage. 

Forbid thy coming on our stage } 

Or want'st thou coyn ? or want'st thou steed ? 

These are impediments indeed : 

But for thy flock, thy sexton may 

In due time ring, and let them praif* 

A. bishop, with an ofiering. 

May be brought unto any thing. 

For want of steed, I ofk see Vic 

Trudge up to town with hazle stick; 

For co3m, two sermons by the«way. 

Will host, hostesse, and tapster pay. 
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A wOling minde pawns wedding-ring^ 

Wife^ gown, books, children, any thing. 

No way neglected, nought too deare 

To see such friends, as thou host here. 

I met a parson on the way. 

Came in a wagon t'other day. 

Who told me, that he ventured forth 

With one tythe pig, o7 little worth; 

With which, and saying grace at food. 

And praying for lord Carryers good : 

He had arrived at*s journeys end. 

Without a penny, or a friend. 

And what great businesse doe you think ? 

Oneiy to see a friend, and drink. 

One friend ? why thou hast thousands here 

Will strive to make thee better chear. 

Ships lately from the islands came 

With wines, thou never heardst their name. 

Montefiasco, Frontiniac^ 

Vemaccioy and that old sack 

Young Herric took to entertaine 

The Muses in a sprightly vein. 

Come then, and from thy muddy ale, 
(Which serves but for an old wifes<rtale : 
Or, now and then, to break a jest. 
At some poor silly neighbours feast) 
Rouze up, and use the meanes, to see 
Those friends expect thy wit, and thee. 
And though you cannot CQx^e in state. 
On camels back, like Qoryut ; 



Imagine that a pack hone be 
The camell in his book you see. 
I know you have a fancy> can 
Conceive your guide a caravan. 
Bather than faile^ speak treason thae> 
And come on chai^ges of th^ shire; 
A London goal^ with friends and drinks 
Is worth your vicaridge^ I think. 

But if besotted with that one 
Thou hast^ of ten^ stay there alone; * 
And all too late lament and cry, 
Th'hast lost thy friends, among them, I. 



TO A FRIEND 

UPON A JOURNEY TO EPSAlf-WELL. 

SiH, thougb our flight deserves no care 
Of your enquiry, where we are; 
Yet for to put you out of doubt. 
Read but these lines, you'l smell us out. 
We having at the Hazard din*d. 
Where veal and mutton open chin'd. 
Hang on the shambles) thence we pace 
To Putney s Uttj-j Coomes old chase 
We next passed o're, then to the town 
Which name of King doth mudh renowne) 
Where hauing supp'd we went to bed. 
Our selves and cattell wearied. 
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Next morning e*re the sun appear*d^ 
Our horses and our selves well chear'd; 
To Epsam well we ask*d the WBy> 
Of young and old> of poor and gay: 
Where^ after five or six mistakes. 
We found the springs neer hid with brakes. 
These waters deer, two hermits keep> 
Who alwaies either wake, or sleep; 
And by alternate courses, wait 
On man or beast, if here you bait. 
'Tis here the people farre and neer 
Bring their diseases, and go dear. 
Some drink of it, and in an hoiure. 
Their stomadi, guts, and kidneyes scowre : 
Others doe bathe, and ulcers cure. 
Dry itch, and leprosie impure; 
And what in lords you call the gout. 
In poor the pox, this drives all out. 
Close by the Well, you may disceme 
Small shrubs of eglantine Bndjem, 
Which shew the businesse of the place; 
For here old Ops her upper face 
Is yellow, not with heat of simuner. 
But safroniz*d with mortall scumber. 
But then the pity to behold 
Those antient authors, which of old 
Wrote down for us, philosophy, 
Physick, musick, and poetry. 
Now to no other purpose tend^ 
But to defend the fingers end. 
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Here lyes Romes Naso torn and rent^ 

New reeking from the fundament: 

Galens old rules could not suffice^ 

Nor yet Hippocrates the wise. 

Not teachings how to clense> can doe^ 

Themselves must come and wipe it too. 

Here did lye Fi>gi7„there lay Horace, 

Which newly had wip*d his^ or her arse. 

Anacreon reeled too and ftx>^ 

Vex*d that they us'd his papers so. 

And 7W/y with his Offices, 

Was forc*d to doe such works as these. 

Here lies the letter of a lover. 

Which piece-meale did the thing discover. 

Sonnets halfe written could not stay. 

But must necessity obey. 

This made us for a while to think. 

The Muses here did seldome drink : 

But hap what would, we light from stimip. 

And streight descend to drinke the syrrup. 

The good old father takes a cup. 

When five times washed, he fills it up 

With this priz'd liquor, then doth teQ 

The strange effects of this new Well. 

Quoth he, my friends, though I be plaine, 

I*ve seen here many a goodly train 

Of lords and ladies, richly dad. 

With aches more then ere I had : 

These having drunk a week, or so. 

Away with health most jocund go : 
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Mean while the Father thus did prate^ 
We still were drinking as we sate; 
Till gut by rumblings us beseeches. 
My boyes, beware, you'l wrong your breeches. 
Ah, doih it worke ? the old man cryes. 
Yonder are brakes to hide your thighes. 
Where, though 'twere neer we hardly came^ 
Ere one of us had been too blame. 

Here no Olympick games they use. 
No wrestling here, limbs to abuse. 
But he that gaines the glory here 
Must scumber furthest, shite most. dear. 
And, for to make us emulate. 
The good old father doth relate 
The Tigour of our ancestors. 
Whose shiting far exceeded ours. 
Quoth he, doe you see that below? 
I doe, quoth J, his head's now low. 
But here have I seen old John Jones, 
From this hill, shite to yonder stones. 
But him heaven rest, the man is dead. 
This speech of his me netled; 
With that my head I straightway put 
Between my knees, and mounting scut. 
At chiefest randome, forty five. 
With lyons face, dung forth 1 drive. 
The ayre's divided, and it flyes. 
Like Draco volans through the skies. 
Or who had seen a conduit break. 
And At the hole with fary reek: 
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Had he but hither took the paiiie 

To corne^ had seen it once againe. 

Here C<^on play d his part indeed^ 

And over-shit the stones a reed. 

Whereat the father^ aU amaz'd^ 

Limps to the place, where having gaz'd 

With heav'd up hands, and fixed eyes. 

Quoth he 3 Dear, let me kisse those thighs. 

That prop the taUe will carry hence 

Our glory and magnificence. 

His suit being granted home he walks. 

And to himselfe of wonders talks ) 

From whence he brings a painted stake. 

High to be seen, above the brake : 

And having ask*d my name, he writ 

In yeUow letters, who *twas shit. 

Which stiU stands as a monument, 

Call*d Long-taile, from the man oi Kent. 

This beiDg all the first day did. 

We home retired, where we lay hid 

In alehouse, till another day 

ShaU prompt my muse^ then more I'le say. 

Till when, take this, to make an end, 

I test your servant and your friend. 
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TO A FRIEND UPON HIS MARRIAGE. 

Since last I wrote, I heare, dear honey. 
Thou hast oammitted matrimony} 



■^^^ 
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And soberly botii mom and even^ 

Dost lift up eyes in fear of heaven. 

Alas poor soul^ thy marriage vow 

Is as the rites^ unhallowed now: 

Seal*d by a priest^ ordain*d by bishops 

Not one whom zeal had scar*d from his-shop. 

The ring prophane^ and surplice foule^ 

No better than a friers cowV 

With poesie vile, and at thy table 

Fidlers, that were abhominable. 

Who sung some heathen song of Hymen, 

And not a psalm to edifie men. - 

It is th*opinion of this place> 
Thou canst not get a babe of grace. 
This story is sad 5 to make amends. 
Here's newes for Jack to tell his friends. 
You heard of late, what chevaliers 
(Who durst not tarry for their eares) 
Proscribed were for laying a plot 
Which might have ruin'd God knows what: 
Suspected for the same*s WiU D'avenant, 
Whether he have been in*t, or have not^ 
He is committed, and, like sloven. 
Lolls on his bed, in garden Coven 5 
He had been racked, as I am told. 
But that his body would not hold. 
Soon as in Kent they saw the bard, 
(As, to say truth, it is not hard. 
For Will has in his face the flawes 
Of wounds receiv'd in countreys cause:) 



\ 
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Tliey flew on him^ like lions passant. 

And tore his nose, as much as was on*t : 

They called him superstitious groom. 

And popish dog, and curre of Rome ; 

But this I'm sure, was the first time 

That Wills religion was a crime. 

What ere he in's outward part, 

He'is sure a poet in his heart. 

But 'tis enough, he is thy friend. 

And so am I, and there's an end. The date. 

From London, where we sit and muse. 
And pay debts when we cannot chuse^ 
The day that bishops,. deans and prebends. 
And all their friends, wear mourning ribbands; 
If this day smile, they'l ride in coaches. 
But if it frown, then bonas noches* 



IN ANSWER TO CERTAINE LETTERS, 

WHICH HB RBCBIVBD FROM LONDON, WHILST HB WA» 
BNOAGBD TO FOLLOW THB CAMP. 

What, letters two, on New-yeares-day? 

'Tis signe, thy muse hath leave to play. 

And swelling grape distills his liquor. 

Which makes thy pulse and muse flow quicker. 

Alas poor soules ! in mud we travell. 

And each day vex'd with martch and gravd) 
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And when at night we come to quarter^ 

Drinks what thou wonldst not give to porter. 

From northern soyl, I lately came, 

TVith horses two of mine, one lame; 

But when I came to house of state. 

Where quondam serv*d his grace in plate: 

Expecting after journey scurvey. 

Solace, I found all topsie turvy. 

New orders bid me thence away. 

The people grumble they want pay; 

And now, like wandring knights we wend 

Without a penny, or a inend: 

Our score growes great, from whence we goe. 

And every aldiouse tum*d a foe. 

These give their friends intelligenoe 

That we are coming, without pence; 

And those we f eare, wiU shut the door 

At wandring prince, when known so poor. 

However, we march on to morrow. 

And here, and there, small snmmes we bonow. 

Judge, if thy muse could soar so high. 
When pinion's dip'd, what biid can iBy? 
No, no, good wine and ease I'm bar'd oi. 
Which makes my muse to come so hard off; 
And hearing fellowes nine in London, 
Get cash, carouse, whfle I am ondon: 
While not one captaine here wiH tarry 
But John, with horse of commissary; 
And here he spends his time and pence. 
Without a hope of reeompenee. 
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And scarce sees Mends^ but such as grutch him^ 
If be bave coyn, tbey none^ they catch him 
With that old beaten trodden way^ 
Jctclc, canst thou lend^ till next pay-day? 
Till now^ at length my pocket*s grown 
Like nest defil*d^ when bird is flown. 

Judge^ from sucb stories^ if you can 
Expect a muse from any man. 
Yet have I still respects frx>m them^ 
Who' weekly think upon J, M, 

To noble Katehn, say, I drinks 

And unto lord of D&tone, I thinke 

The day^ when Janus, with face double. 

Looks on the passed and coming trouMe. 

The first day ever rich or poor> 

Wrotejbrty yeares, and one before. 

The house> the Talbot, Cammf host. 

My liquor now, but ale and tost 



THE ANSWER. 

Why seeks my friend so vain excuse. 
For the long silence of his muse; 
As if her faculty were worse. 
Because joyn'd with an empty pune ? 
Lines may accrew, althoiugli the penoe 
That use to purchase influence 
From constellation of Cwney, 
Be fewer, then wiU fee attorney. 



I 
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Thou knowst that Vacuus cantabit, 

(Ther*s Latin for thee^ though but a bit) 

Sing then^ and let's be free from blame. 

Thy verse is fat, though horse be lame. - 

Seest thou not, Ovid^ Homer ^ VirgUf 

With muse more needy^ John, then your GUI, 

Indite things high, and wrest the ivie. 

From wealthy Tacitus and Lvoie: 

From Ciciero, (that wrote in prose) 

So called, from roundval on*s nose? 

For, though 'twas hid, till now of late. 

Yet 'tis a truth, as firme as fate. 

That poet8> when their money scants. 

Are oft inspired by their wants. 

Want makes them rage, and rage poetick 

Makes muse, and muse makes work for critickr 

As for thy pocket, which thou say'st. 

Is like to a defiled nest, 

A nest, that is of all bereft. 

Save what the cat in mault-house left> 

There is a proverb to thy comfort, . 

Known, as the ready inay to Rumford, 

That, when the pot ore fire you heat, 

A l&vose is better then no meat; 

So, in your pocket by your favour. 

Something you know, tmll have some savour. 

But softj the word is now come forth. 

We all must pack into the north; 

When minde of man was set to play. 

And riding boot lay out o'th'way; 



We were commaiided in a minute^ 
To journey base^ the devil's in it; 
For now I have no n\ore minde to't^ 
Then is an apple like a nut: 
Yet look I must for riding tackle. 
In comers of my tabernacle; 
And look^ as men for slanders hark. 
Or one that gropes in privy dark. 
So must I search with feare of minde. 
And seek for what I would not finde. 
Had I two faces, like to Janus, 
(A month that now hath overtane us.) 
With one of them He smile in town, 
WhHe tother mong my foes did frown. 
But wishes help not, nor can with- 
Hold, from embracing thee, James Smith, 
Long Aker, from the Angel tavern. 
Two hundred miles from head of Severn, 
Where, for my shillings twain, I dine 
With tongue of neat, far worse then mine: 
The tenth of January day durty. 
One thousand^ hundreds si^^ andjmty. 



DESCHIPTION OF THKEE BEAUTIES. 

PmwcLEA and Pamela sweet. 
By chance in one great house did meet. 
And meeting did so joyne in heart. 
That t*one from t'other could not part. 

B 
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And who indeed^ not made of stones. 
Would separate such loyely ones } 
The one is beautifiill and £ure» 
As lillies and white roses are; 
And sweet, as after gentle showres. 
The breath is of ten thousand flowwi. 
fVom due proportion, a sweet aire - 
Circles the other, not so laire; 
Which so her brown doth beautifie. 
That it inchants the wisest eye. 
/ Have you not seen, on some bright day. 
Two goodly horses, white, and bay. 
Which were so beauteous in their pride^ 
You knew not which to ehuse, or ride? 
Such are these two, you^scaice can tdl. 
Which is the daintier bonny bell : 
And they are such, as, by my troth, 
I had been dead in love with both. 
And might hare sadly said, goodnight 
Discretion, and good fortune quite. 
But that god Cupid, my old master. 
Presented me a soveraigne phuster: 
MapsUf even Mopsa, prety mouse ; 
Best piece of wainscot in the house. 
Whose saffron teeth, and lips of leeks. 
Whose corall nose, and parchment cheeks; 
Whose past-board forehead, eyes of ferret. 
Breast of brown paper, neck of oaret ; — 
And other parts, not evident, ' 
For which dameiastura should be shent. 



Are spells and cbanns of great renown, 
Concupisoenoe to conjure downe. 
How oft have I been reft of sense. 
By gazing on tbeir excellence. 
TQl meeting Mopsa in my way. 
And looking on her face of day, 
I soon was cur'd, and made as sound. 
As though I never had a wound ? 
And when, in tables of my heart. 
Love with such things as bred my smart; 
My Mopsa, with her face of dout. 
Would in an instant wipe them out : 
And when their fsu^es made me sick, 
Mopsa would come with hers of brick, 
A little heated by the fii^. 
And break the neck of my desire. 
Now feovDi their £bm» I tume mine eyes. 
But {cruiA panthers) they surprize 
Me with their breath, that incense sweet. 
Which ondy for the gods is meet; 
And jointly frtMm them doth respire 
Lfike both the Indies set on fire. 
Which so orecomes mans ravish^t sense. 
That soules to follow it, fly hence. 
Nor such like smell you, as you range 
By th*Stocks, or Old, or New Exchange. 
Then stood 1 stQl as any stock, 
TiU Mopsa with her puddle dodc. 
Her compound or dectuttry> •' 

Made of old ling, or camry, 

b2 
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Bloat berring^ cheese^ or voided pbysick, 
(Being sometimes troubled with tbe tysick) 
Did cougbj and fetch a sigh so deep. 
As did her very bottom sweep; 
Whereby to all she did impart. 
How love lay rankling at her heart ; 
Which when I smelt, desire was slaine. 
And they breath forth perfumes in vaine. 
Their angels voice surprized me now. 
But Mopsd*8 shriU } To whit to whoo 
Descending through her hollow nose. 
Did that distemper soon compose. 
And therefore^ oh thou vertuous owle. 
The wise Minerva^ s onely fowle : 
What at thy shrine shalll devise 
To oflfer up for sacrifice ? 
Hang JEsculdpinSy and Apollo, 
Hang Ovid with his precepts shalbw : 
With patience who wiU now indure 
Your slow and most uncertaine cure. 
Seeing Mopsa*% found, fbr man and beast. 
To be the sure probatum est f 
Oh thou, loves chiefest medicine. 
True water to dame V^nus wine. 
Best cordial, soundest antidote. 
To conquer Love, and cut his throat. 
Be but my second, and stand by. 
And I their beauties both defie. 
And all else of those feery races 
That wear infection in their ^Mes j 
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For Tie come safe out of the field 
With thifl thy face, Mediua*s shield. 



A JOURNEY INTO FRANCE. 

I WENT ht)m England into France, 
Neither to learn to sing, nor dance. 

To ride, nor yet to fense : 
Nor did I goe like one of those 
That doe retume with halfe the nose 

They carryed ht)m hence. 

But I to Paris rid along 

Much like John Dory in the song. 

Upon a holy tide : 
I on an ambling nag did get> 
I thinke he is not paid for yet. 

And spur d him on each side. 

And to S. Denis first we came. 
To see the sights at Nostredame, 

The man that shewes them snuffles; 
Where who is apt for to believe. 
May see our Ladies right anne deerej 

And eke her old pontofles. 
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Her breasts, her milk, her very gown. 
Which she did weare in Bethlem town. 

When in the Inne she lay; 
Tet all the world kttowes, d that's a foble. 
For so good doaths ne*r lay in stable. 

Upon a lock of hay. 

No carpenter could by his trade 
Gaine so much coyn, as to have made 

A gown of so rich stuffe } 
Yet they (pooi' fools) thinke for their credit. 
They must believe old Joseph did it. 

Cause she deservM enough. 

^rhere is one of the crosses nailes. 
Which who so sees, his bonnet vailes -, 

, And, if he will, may kned : 
Some say, *tis false, 'twas never so. 
Yet, feeling it, thus much I know. 
It IB as true as steel. 

There is a lanthome which the Jemes, 
When Judas led them forth did use } 

It weighed my weight down right : 
But to believe it, you must think 
The /in«^^ did put a candle in't. 

And then 'twas wondrous light. 



There's one saint there hath lost his no8e> 
Another's head> but not his toes^ 

His elbow, and his thumb; 
But when w'had seen the holy rags^ = 
We went to th'Inne, and took our nags. 

And so away^d oome. 

We came tp Paris, on the Seyn, 

'Tis wondrous f aire> but nothing dean, 

'Tis Europes greatest town ; 
How strong it is, I need not tdl it. 
For any man may easily smell it. 

That walkes it up and down.  

There many strange things you may see. 
The palace, the great gallery. 

Place, royai doth «i:cell : 
The newl»idge, and the statue's there. 
At Nostredgme, Saint Christopker, 

The steeple beai:es the bell. 

For learning, th' University, 
And for old dothes, the Frippery, 

The house the queen did build* 
Saint Innocents, whose esorth devouiies 
Dead corps, in foyr and twenty houres. 

And iheee the *Mng tons kUPd. 

* ifcR. the Great, by RoanHae. 
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The BaaUe and St. DenU street^ 
The Castelet just like London Fleet, 

The Arsenal, no toy ; 
But if youl see the prettiest things 
Goe to the courts and view the king^ 

Oh 'tis a hopefdll hoy. 

Of all his nobles^ dukes and peers> 
He*s reverenced for his wit and yeaies^ 

Nor must you thinke it much : 
For he with little switch can play» 
And can make fine dirt*pies of day^ 

Oh never king made sudi. 

A bird that doth but kill a flye^ 
Or prates^ doth please his miyesty^ 

*Tis known to every one^ 
The duke of Guise gave him a pairet. 
And he had twenty cannons for it. 

For his new galleon. 

Oh that I e're might have the hap 
To get the bird, that, in the map. 

Is call'd the Indian ruck; 
rie give it him, and hope to be 
As great as Gtdse or Luyne, 

Or else I had lU hick. 



Birds round about his table stand. 
And he them feeds with his owne hand, 

'Tis his humility; 
And if they doe want any thing. 
They need but chirp for their kind king. 

And he comes presently. >^ 

And now, for those rare parts he must 
£ntituled be, Lewis the Just^ 

Great Henries lawfull hdre ; 
When to his style, to adde more words, 
Th'ad better call him king of biids. 

Then king of lost Navarre. 

He hath besides a pretty firk. 
Taught him by nature how to worke 

In iron, with much ease -, 
Sometimes into the forge he goes. 
And there he knocks, and there he blows. 

And makes both locks and keyes. 

Which moves a doubt in every one 
Whether he's Mars or VtUcans son. 

Some few believe his mother ; 
But let them all say what they will, 
I am resolv*d and doe thinke still. 

As much the one as th*other 
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The people doe dislike the youth, 
Alledging reason, for, in troth. 

Mothers should honour*d in be; 
Yet others say, he loves her rather; 
As well as ere she loy*d his fiither; 

That^s a notorious lye. 

His queen's a little pretty wench. 

Was born in Spain, speaks little fVench, 

Not like to be a mother : 
For her incestous house would not 
Have any children, but b^got 

By unkle, or by brother. 

Now why should Lewis, being so just. 
Content himselfe to take his lust 

With his lascivious mate^ 
And suffer his little pretty gueen^ 
From all her race, that e*re hath been. 

Once to degenerate ? 

Twere charity for to be known 
Love others children, as his owne. 

And why > it is no shame : 
Unlesse that he would greater be 
Then was his father Henery, 

Who (men thought) did the same 
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HANKINS HEIGH-HO. 

North Britain loved sculler of our times^ 

That twy-beat*st this way^ that way going Thames} 
Divine Aquarius of all fleuent rimes. 

Such as describe Lepanto^s bloudy streames. 
Lend me thy scuU, fuU of Pierian sweat 

My sorrowes to repeat. 
And in each pye. He bake up every she. 

Big as thy boat for thee. 

Thrice had all New-yeares guests their yewl guts filled 

With embaha'd veal, buried in Christmas past. 
Thrice had they ivy herby wreath, well piU'd j 
Crane slept bX Totnam first, at Chelsey last? 
Since first my heart was broach*d on Cupids spit. 

Roasting bit after bit. 
In her loves flames, who casts it now behinde. 

And blow'st away with winde. 

\^lien I had buUt with practick architecture 

NetO'Castle mine, refined to such a frame 
Proportionable, as might deserve a lecture. 

And that the mast staid onely for a flame ; 
Her love alone, without or match or tinder. 

New styl'd this new buUt cinder 3 
And so an embleme of our love we beeted. 

The word black, but love lighted. 
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Oft bare I parboyrd been with blubbering grief, 
Seasond and sow8*d with brine of bitter tears. 
With sallads dicM, and lettiic d up with beef> 
With vinegar and sugar, hopes and feares. 
Undone like oysters, pepper d with despair. 

All for this laundres feir. 
Who now she thinkes, a better bit hath got 

To furnish her flesh-pot. 

My kitchin dore, like Pluto's gates still ope, 

Down corns this beauteous queen, like Proserpin, 
I smeared with soot, and she with suds of sope. 

Was ever match more necessary seen ? 
And fiuth we swore, I by my oven and peel, . 

She by her starch and steel ; 
Which sacred oath I kept, but she hers broke. 

And tum*d into smoak. 

Hartford^ now Hates/brd, which my Hearttford was. 

Be ever ruinous> as thou art this day. 
Because thou bredst this well-wash*d laundry lass. 

Let Ware beguile thee of thy rich road way^ 
And may thy craifish river faU fix)m thee 

As she forsaketh me : 
But he that hath her I doe wish no worse. 

Then a true Segdely curse. 

You chargers from my hands that lustre drew. 
To brighten you to starres, but spodesse £ure; 

You twinkling sawcers, constellations new. 
And glazing platters^ which like comets are. 



Be efTer dark^ let neither dialk nor sand^ 

Nor the oily drding hand 

For evermore re*kindle you againe. 

But mourn you for my pain. 

Draw me the bravest spit that e*re was bent 

With massy member of laborious beast j 
Drill me from mouth to taile incontinent^ 

Dresse me and dish me at the nuptial feast^ 
Thus for her love and losse; poor Hankin dyes. 

His amorous soule down flies 
To th'bottome of the cellar^ there to dwell ; 

Susan, foreweU^ farewell. 
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SOBIE GENTLEMEN 

SHUT OUT OF THEIR SEATS IN PAUL8> WHILE THEY 

WENT. TO DRINKE. 

NowNEs^ gentlemen^ how now ? shut out ? 

Must we^ mix'd with the zealous rout. 

Stand hoofeing on the vulgar stone^ 

To hear the Kyrie-eleison f 

Firsts let the organs^ one by one* 

Treble their lamentation ) 

And the quyries sing, till they 

For want of moisture fall to play. 

Ere it shall be said> that I 

Let my choice devotuins fly 
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Oh hadst thou seen^' (and happy are thy eyes 

That did not see) that Fridayes cradities^ 

Such hecatombs of indigested sack 

Retreated up my throaty oh what a wrack 

*Twas^ to a thick-brain*d paper-boat of ynt, 

In a Canary voyage to be split ? 

We drank old lees^ and gave our heads a fraught^ 

Of that Don Pedro left in eighty ei^t : 

A bawdy-house W0uld scome it, *twas too poor . 

For those that play at noddy on the scc»e. 

Felt-makei;8 had refused it, nay I think 

The devill would abhor suqh posset-drink. 

Bacchus, Fm sure detests it, *tis too bad 

For hereticks, a friar would be mad 

To blesse such vOe unconsecrable stuffe. 

And Brownists would conclude it good enough 

For such a sacrifice : lid wish no worse 

A draught unto the ignorant, nor curse 

My foes beyond it. Not a beads-man sure 

At a town? funerall, would it endure 3 

Much lesse a man of sense ; 'twere an aifront. 

To put an understanding fur upon*t. 

Or burgo-mistris : It is such a thing 

Would dam a vintner at a christening. 

Yet we must quaff these dregs, and be constrained 

To what the laety seven years since disdained. 

Oh would I might tnme poet for an houre. 

To satyrize with a vindictive power 

Against the drawer ! or I dould desire . .. 

Old Johnsons head had scaklcd in this fire; 



How would he nige^ and bring Apotto down 
^ To scold with Bacchus, and depose the down^ 
For his ill government, and so confute 
Our poet-apes> that do so much impute 
Unto the grapes inspirement ! Let them sitj 
And from the winepresse squeeze a bastaid wit. 
But I, while Severn, and old Avon can 
Afford & draught; while there's a Ctd^-man, 
Or a Meikeglenist, while there's a «up 
Of beer or ale, I do forswear to sup 
Of widced sack : Thus solemn I come from it> 
No dog would e*re return to such a vomit. 



THE LOWS£*S PEREGRINATION. 

DiBcovERiBft of kte have been made by adveotuxe. 
Where many a pate hath been set on the tenter. 
And many a tale hath been told more then true la, . 
How whales have been serv'd whole, to saylors inlnnewia* 

But hope's a poor loWse, by these presents defiei 

The catalogue of old Mandevils lyes: 
And this I report of a certain. 

My father and mother, when first they joined {jaunches. 
Begot me between an old Pedlers haunches; 
Where gtown to a creeper, I know how a poK I 
Got to suck by diaaee of the bk>ud of his dosue. , 

c 
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Where findiiig the flweetaesse of this my new pasture, 
I left the bones of my pockified master. 
And there I struck in for a fortune. 

A lord of this land that lov'd a bum well> 
Did lie with this mort one nig^ in the Strummel> 
I ding'd me fast to him> and left my companions, 
I scom'd to converse more with4atterdemalians> 
But sued to Sir GUes, to promise in a patent. 
That my heires might ei^joy dean linnen and sattin. 
But the Parliament cross'd my intention. 

This lord that I fbllow'd delighted in Tennis^ 
He sweat out my fat with going to Venice^ 
Where with a brave Jbonna, in single Dudlo, 
He left me behind him within the Burddlof 
Where leacherous passages I did discover. 
Betwixt Bona Roha, and Diego her lover, 

Youl'd wonder to heare the disootirse of 't. 

The use of the DUdo they had without measuKjr 
.Bdund and before, they have it at pleasiDef 
All Aretines wayes they practice with labour. 
An Eunuch they hate like Belhkm Gabor, 

Counting the English man but as a stallioii^ 

Leaving the goat unto the Italian : 

And this is the truth that I tell you. 



Thus living with wvMider, escaping the taknt,^ 
Otdtiam, dkvwn, wbcm, lawyer^ and gallaot^ 



VN iKiM Mcctfttimi* 

At last came a soldier^ I nimbly did feikhim. 
Up the greazy skirts of *s robustuous buff jeikin ; 
Where finding companions^ witfaoiit any bam I 
Was brought before Breda, to SpinM% anofi 
And there I remaine of a certain^ 



KING QBERON'S APPARELL. 

When the monthly homed queen 
Grew jealousj that the stars had seen 
Her rising ftrom Endimions armes^ 
In rage> she throws her misty charmes 
Into the bosome of the night. 
To dim their curious prying lig^. 
Then did the dwarfish faery ehres 
(Having first attir'd themsehres) 
Prepare to dresse their Oberon king 
In highest robea foi^ reiVelling. 
In a cobweb shirt, more thin 
Then ever spido* innce could spin. 
Bleached by the whitenesse of the snow. 
As the stormy windes did Wow 
It in the vast and freezing aire; 
No shirt halfe so fine, so faire. 

A rich wastcoat i&ey did bring 
Made of the trout-flies gilded wing^ 
At that his Elveship 'gan to fretj ^ 
Swearing it would make him Jimwt, 

c2 
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Even with its weighty and needs woidd wear 
His wBStcoat wove of downy haire. 
New shaven from an Eunuch's chin; 
That pleased him well, 'twas wondrous thin. 

The out-side of his doublet waff 
Hade of the four-leav'd true-love grasse. 
On which was set so fine a glosae. 
By the oyle of crispy mosse; 
That through a mist, and starry light. 
It made a rainbow every night. 
On every seam« there was a lace 
Drawn by the unctuous snaiks slow trace; 
To it, the purest silver thread 
Compared, did look like dull pale lead. 

Each button was a sparkling eye 
Ta'ne £rom the speckled adders frye. 
Which in a gloomy night, and daik, 
Twinckled like a fiery spark : 
And, for coolnesse, next his skin, 
Twas with white poppy lin'd within. 

His breeches of that fleece were wrought. 
Which ht)m Colchos Jason brought; 
Spun into so fine a yame. 
That mortals might it not disceme; 
Wove by Arachne, in her loom. 
Just before she liad her doom; 
Dy*d crimson with a maidens blu^. 
And lyn'd with dandelion push. 

A rich mantle he did wear 
Made of tinsd gatsamere. 
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Be-starred over with a few 
Dyamond drops of morning dew. 

His cap was all of ladiei loye> 
So passing lights that it did moTe> 
If any humming gnat or fly 
But buzz*d the ayre^ in passing by$ 
About it was a wreath of pearle^ 
I>rop*d from the eyes of some jKxnr giile 
Finch*d> because she had forgot 
To leave faire water in the pot. 
And for feather^ he did weare 
Old Nisus fetaU purple haire. 

lie sword they girded on his thigb^ 
Was smallest blade of finest rye. 

A poire of buskins they did bring 
Of the oow-ladyes corall wing ; 
Powder'd iTre with spots of jet. 
And lin'd with purple-violet. - 

His belt was made of mirtle leaves. 
Plaited in small curious threaves. 
Beset with amber cowslip studds. 
And fring'd about with daisey buddB> 
In which his bugle home was hung. 
Made of the babbling Eccho's tongue; 
Which set unto his moon-bum'd lip. 
He windes, and then his fieberies skip t 
At that, the lazy dawn'gan sound. 
And each did trip a faery round. 
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A POETS FAREWELL TO HIS THRED-BARE 

CLOAK. 

Cloak (if I so may call thee) though thou ait 

My old acquaintance^ prithee now let's part| 

Thou wer*t my equal friend in forty one. 

But now thou look'st like a meer hanger-on. 

And art so uselesse to me, I scarce know 

Sometimes whether I have thee on or no. 

But this I needs must say, when thou go'st from me. 

These ten yeares thou hast'beeii no burden to me : 

Yet that's thy accnsatk>n ; for if I 

Divorce thee from me, 'tis for levity. 

Thou hast abus'd my bed, that is, thou hast 

Not kept me warme, when thou wer't over cast. 

Transparent garment, proof against all weather. 

Men wonder by what art thou hang*st together ^ 

Nor can the eyes <of the best reason pry 

Into this new occult geometry. 

A fellow t'other day but cast his eye on. 

And swore I was mantled in dent de lion. 

Another ask*t me (who was somewhat bolder) 

Whether I wore a love-bdgge on my shouLdo* ? 

I feaie a fire, as f aire maids the small poxe. 

And dare not look towards a tinder-boxe. 

Nor him that sdls'm up and downe; I know. 

If he comes neer me, 'tis but touch and goe. 

A red-foc'd fellow frights me, though some fear 

That w^** makes his nose red, makes my cloak bare. 



They say my tUck hack, and tlun cloak appear, 

Vety like powder'd beef, and vinegar. 

An other vow'd (whose tongue had no restriction) 

It was no gannent, hut the poets fiction. 

Bid erer man discover such a knack. 

To waike in querpo with a doak on's back I 

A very zealous brother did begin 

To jeer and say, Sir^ your original sinne 

Is not washed off (pray do not take it ill) 

I see, you weare your fathers fig-leaves stiU. 

A scholar (in an elevated thought) 

Protested, *Twa8 the webbe Arachne wnmglii 

When she contended with Minerva : but 

Another raschal had his finger cut. 

And bc^'d a piece to wrap about it. Tims 

You see (kind cobwebs) how they laugh at us. 

Good cambrick lawn, depart 3 let me not be 

For ever fettered thus in tiffany. 

Although I nevor yet did merit praise^ 

Fde rather have my shoulders crown'd with bays 

Than hung with cypresse. If this fortune be 

Alwayes dependant on poor poetry, 

I would my kinder destiny would call 

Me to be one o*th'clerks of BlachjoeU'haU ; 

'Bot though their easie studies are more duU, 

Yet wbat they want in wit, they have in wooL 

Once more farewell, these are no times fat thee» 

Thick cloaks are onely fit for knaveiy. 

The onely cloaks that now are most in 

Are liberty, rdigion, reformatiott: 
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AU these are foc'd with zeal« and button'd dcnm 

Witli jewels dropt from an imperiall crowne. ' 

He that would doak it in the new tranalatioD^ 

Most have his taylor cut it pu^pit-foshion. 

Doe not appear within the city; there 

They mind< not what men aie> but what they weaie 

The habit speaks the man. How canat thou thrive 

When a good doak*s a representative ? 

The females will not wear thee» they put on 

Such doakB as doe obscure the rising sunne. 

How can*st thou hope for «itertainment> when 

Women make doeks ev*n of committee men } 

Farewell good. covejr-wit> upon the bryer 

l*le hang thee up^ if any doe enquire 

Where his brainei were that let hia doak thua swings 

Tdl himj Jiia wits are gone a wool-( 



UPON A FART UNLUCKLY LET. 

Well madam^ wd^ the fart you put upon me 
Hath in this kingdome almost quite undone me: 
Many a boystrous storm^ and bitter gust 
Have I endur*d by sea^ and more I must: 
But of all storms by land, to mentis Uut, 
This is the foulest blast that ever blew. 
Not that it can. so much impaire my credit^ 
But that I dare pronounce, 'twas I, that did it. 
For wheqi I thonught to pksase you with a song, 
'Twas but a straine too low that did me wrong; 



mm 
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But winged fiime will yet diTHJ^ it flo> 

That I shall heare of 't wheresoe're I goe 

To see my fiiendsj I now no longer dare. 

Because my ftort will he before me thefe. 

Nay more^ which is to me my haidest doom^ 

I kmg to see you most, hut daie not comej 

For if hy diance or hap, we meet together, 

Tou taunt me with. What winde, sir, blew yoa faitherl 

If I deny to tdl, you will not fiiyle, 

I thought yourvoice, sir, would have drown'd your taik; 

Thus am I hampi^d wheresoe're you meet me. 

And thus instead of better termes you greet me, 

I nerer held it such a heinous crime, 
A fart was lucky held, in former time; 
A faxe of old, being destitute of food. 
Farted, and said, ^ns news must needs be good, 
I jshall have food, I know, without delay, 
lifine arse doth sing so merrily to day; 
And so they say he had. But yet you see 
The foxes blessing proves a curse to me. 
How much I virronged am, ihe case is deaie. 
As I shall plainly make it to appeare. 
As thus, of all men let me be forsaken. 
If of a fart ican any hold be taken: 
For 'tis a blast, and we recorded finde, ^ 

King JEdu9 alone commands the winde. 
Why should I then usurp, and undertake 
The subject of a royall prince to make 
My prisoner ? No, but as my duty bhides, 
I/eavethat command unto the king of wiodes. 



Soj when I found liim straggling to dqMui, 
I finedy gave him leave with all my hent. 
Then judge you> gentle ladyes^ of my wrong. 
Am I not well requited lor my song? 
All the revenge that I require is this^ 
That yon may lart as <^ as e're you pisse^ 
So may you chance, the next time that we meet. 
To vie the ruffe, and I not dare to see't. 

In the meane time, on knees devoutly bended, 
Hy Ungue craves pardon, if my taih olcnded* 



A YOUNG MAN COURTING AN OLD WIDOW. 

Dame Hecuba, fye, be not ooy> that look 

How it drew up your wrinkles, like a book 

Of vellam, at a fire } glazen your eyes 

And view this face, these limbs, here vertue lies 

Restorative, will make you smooth and straight. 

As you were in the sixth of Henry th'eig^h. 

Come, let us kisse, that solitary tusk. 

As garlick strong, but wholsomer then musk. 

Invites me neerer yet; the hottest fires 

Ne*re scorched, as doe your ashes my desires. 

Time was, IVe heard my grandfather report 

When those eyes drew more company to court 

Then hope of honour > they have vertue stilly 

And work upon my turoast, for as they dril 

That humour down your yawning cheeks^ my blood 

Grows dull, congeals, and thidbens with your mud. 



Somewhat youl'd say now ! I percdre jour guniA 
Are labouring foi^t^ as when we biace our drums. 
To make them sound the better : oh take heed, 
A little winde shivers a cracking reed. 
One syllable will fetch your lungs up; stay 
And make but signes, I*le guesse what you woM say. 
Good graaam» do bat nod your tottering head. 
And shake your bunch of keys, you'l raise the dead. 
Why may not you and I be one } there be 
In one world, serenll tempers, harmony 
Is made up thus, and contraries pics e i v e 
lliat sntject, where they do each other serve. 
Nor are we thercfi>re over-neer akin 
Because your granchilds niece hath manyed bin 
To my great unkle^ 'twas a lovely paire. 
They say, who knew them then, equally ftdre 
In yeares and fortune : this a priest may doe, 
Spight of steme natures laws, 'twixt me and you. 
He can take you as y*are, me in my prime. 
And tye up in one knot both ends of time; 
*Mong8t all your coffers and your bags of gokl, 
A cunning goldsmith ever likes die old. 
The new may prove as currant, and may passe 
From hand to hand, as fast as a young lasse. 
But you*re more grave and stay*d, come, pray consent. 
And blaze but one good snuflF, e're you be spent. 
Touch- wood should take fire soonest, as it ftdls. 
Fresh joy clings fuUy dose to aged walls. 
So let us joiyn Ihus in one volume bound, 
A chranide mod caranto may be ftund. 



44 JHtMcmi SiUcbl: Of, 

UPON CHESSE PLAY. 

TO DR. BUDDEN. 

To thee^ laws orade> who hadat the power 
To wage my pens imployment for an hour, 
I send no fiogs^ nor mioe> pigmees nor cranes^ 
Giants nor gods» whick trouble so the brauies 
Of feigning poets; nor my leisure sings 
The oounterbufis of the fbure painted kings : 
Those worthy combatants have had thdr times 
And battells song in thousand curious rimes. 
I sing the fierce alaime^ and direfull stroke 
Of passing timbred men^ all heart of oake ; 
Men that scome armes defensive, nor, in heat 
Of bloudy broiles, oomplaine of dust or sweat* 
Men that doe thinke, no victory is fit 
'That's not compacted by the reach of wit. 
Men that an amlnucado know to lay, 
T'entrap the foe in his retiring way; 
Plot stratagems, and teach their braines t'lndite 
What place is fittest to employ their might. 
Dull down-right blowes are fit for rustick wits. 
Within the oompasse of whose scalp there sits 
A homebred sense, weak apprehension. 
That strike the first they east their eye upon; 
Those are the chaff of soldiers, but this com 
Of dioicest men, at highest rate is bom. 
Here life ispredous, where the meanest man 
Is guarded by the noblest, who doe soan 



(Not what a poor man is, but) what may pfOTe> 
If biarely to the armies head he move j 
Such may his valour he, he may of right 
Be an execator to rook or knight^ 
Whose lands Mi to the king (their master dead) 
With which tibis pawn liyes to be honoured> 
And doe his prince godd service. Tell me then^ 
Thou that, dost distribute justice to men> 
Must honoiurs ever fbUow blood ? or should 
Vertue be grac*d> though in the meanest mould? 
Tell me^ thou man of peaoe^ are not these wara 
LawfdU and commendable^ where the scars 
Are lor command, where either enemy 
Seeks to himsdfe a fifth great monarchy ? 
Where neither knowes his confines, but each foot 
Is his, where he or his can take firme root \ 
Pity with me, the fortunes of those kings. 
Whose battell such an untaught poet sings. 
Know, that great Alexander could not have 
An Homer; and remember, in wars brave> 
Bach deed's, a poem, and he writes it best 
Who doth engrave it on a conquered crest. 
If I offend,- part of the blame is thinci 
Thou gav*st the theam, I did but frame the line. 

Two angry kings weary of lingring peaoe^ 
Challenge the field, all concord now must cease ; 
So do their stomacks with fir*d anger bum> 
Nothing but wounds, bloud, death, must serve the tume* 

They pitch*d their field in a £Buie checqu^ird 
Each form two squadronSf in thefoim^ ai^ 
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The oommoii soldiers, whose courageous scope 
Is vent'ring their lives, like a forlorn h(^)e» 
These stil march on^ and dare not break their rank 
But to destroy a foe, then*tis their prank 
To make the ground good'gainst the enemy. 
Till by a greater force subdu*d, they dye. 

The Jongs for safety, in mid battdl standi 
And manAial att their nobles on eadi hand. 
Next either king, an Amazonian queen, 
Like our sixt Uenrt^es Margaret is seen. 
Ready to soome the field, corner^ or square. 
She suooors, where the troops distressed are. 

Next stand two mitred bishops which in wiir 
Forget their callii^, Tent'ring many a scar 
In princes cause, yet must no bishop stray. 
But leave the broad^ and keep the narrow way. 

Next are two ventrous knights^ whose nimble feet 
Leap o*re mens heads, sccnming to think it meet 
They should stand centinells, while the poor pcwnes. 
With danger of thdr lives do scour the lawnes. 

The battells out-spread wings^ two rooks doe guards 
These flanke the fidd so well, that there is barr'd 
An side-assaults; these, for their valours grace, 
(The king in danger) with him chan^ their fdaee. 
But majesty must keep a setled pace> 
Rides not in post, moves to the nearest place. 
That's to his standart; if there be report. 
Of the kings danger, all troops may resort 

But now tiiey sound alarme, each heart doth swell 
With wrath, strikai in the name of ChristaM, 



Strike^ stnkfi^ be not agaat^ soldien are bound 
To fear no deaths much lesse to dread a womid. 
Now without mercy dies the common troop, 
A rook, a bishop, and a knight doth droop j 
Yet neither boasts of conquest, though each hope 
To win the field, which now is halfe laid ope 
By soUldiers death) now dares a martial queen 
Check ber foe-king, when stj^eight there steps between 
A vent'rous soldier, or a noble man 
Who cares not for his life, so that he can 
From danger keep his king, he feares no death. 
In princes cause, that gives each sutgect breath. 

But this virago dyes, being left alone. 
When straight a nimble soldier steppeth on. 
And through the thickest troops hews out his way 
And tm he come to th'head doth nerer 8tay« 
This brave |ittenq>t deserves the honouring ; 
The queens colours ai:e his, given by the king : 
Who knows that valour should not want reward. 
And vent'rous spirits, best keep a princes guard. 

Now is the war in heat, bloudy the field, 
Mercy is banish'd, none hath thought to yeild^ 
Basely to beg his breathi the fame now ran. 
That they niust fight it out, to the last man. 
AU soldiers dy, but one, who to his king, 
Griv'd with his great losse, doth this comfbrt bring. 
That their gr^ foe, whose troops are all now dead. 
Must to their swords, yeild.up his oonquer'd head. 
Then with their (check> and cbed( on either hasid. 
The poor disheartned king doth mated stand. 
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Though thus to dye it be the princes fote^ 
Who dares pfonounoe he had a whisking mate 2 
Who rather then mumping foigoe the field, 
Joyes in the place he stands, his Ineath to yeUd. 

But now the conquering couple want their breath, 
Thdr festered wounds doe rankle, and grim deaUi 
Creqps through the gashes, down the victors £bJ1, 
And then one generall herse entombs them all. 



THE LOOSE WOOER. 

T^QU dost deny me, cause thou art a wife. 
Know, she that's manyed lives a single life 
That loves but one; abhor that nuptiall cune, 
Ty'd thee to him, for better and for worse* 
Variety delights the active blood. 
And women the more conmion, the more gcxid. 
As all goods are; there's no adultery. 
And marriage is the worst mooapoky. 
The learned Roman clergy admits none 
Of theirs to marry; tiiey love all, not oner 
And every nun can teach you, 'tis as meet* 
To change your bedfellow, as smock or sheet. 
Say, would you be content onely to eate 
Mutton or beef, and taste no other meat^ 
It would grow lothsom to you, and I know 
You have two palats, and the best below. 



UPON THE BITING OF FLfiAS. 

Summon up all the temfying painoi 

That ever were invented by the Ivaines 

Of earthly tyrants; then descend to hell. 

And count the horrid tortures that doe dwell 

In the darke dungeon^ where the horrid stone 

Makes Sisipkus his painted entrailes groane. 

Where Tantalus (in th'midst of plenty cunt) 

Is doom*d to famine> and etetnal thirst; 

Where the pale ghofi^ are lash'd with whips of steel. 

Yet these are gentle to the paines I fed. 

Vex*d with a thousand Pigmy^frieadB, and such 

As dare not stand the onset of a touch. 

Strange kirn) of ccsnbatants, where oonqiiest lies 

In nimbly skipping from their enemies^ 

While they> with eager fiercenesse lay about 

To catch the thing th^ fedne would be without. 

These sable furies bravely venture pn> 

But when Tgin foppose them, whip, th'are gone. 

Doubtlesse I thinke each is a Afagick Dauncer, 

Bred up by aome infernal Necromancer, 

But that I doe believe, none ere scarce knew 

('Moag all thdr spirits) such a damned crew. 

Some when they wopld express the gentle sting 

Of a a%ht paine, call it a flea-biting. 

But were th^ in my place, they soon would jQad 

A cause sufficient foNr to change th^ minde; 

D 



Some, teUing how they Tex*d another, say 

I sent hua with a flea in*6 eare away, . 

Onely to shew what trouble hath possest 

Him, whom this little creature doth molest. 

It is reported, that a iiiOi«»e taft daunt 

The courage of the mii^l^ele^nt. 

Compare my bigiieiMe, kind Hmb fleas to theirs. 

And I have stuatter reason for my ^mks. 

And yet I tremble when I fed them bite; 

Oh how they ating my flesh ? wae black*brow'd n^lit 

And the whist stHnttse of it^ made by fate. 

To make man happy or unfortunate } 

If there be any happinesse or rest 

In pangs of torture, I am fitUy bledt. 

All my five senses Mlfe oombin'd in one. 

For, but my isense of feeling, I have nonfe. 

And that is left mHi %b incf««^ my smart,* 

Bloud-suckifig tyMffits, Will ydu ne'ife depart? 

Why doe y^ou h^Wg iA dust^M on my ddll^ 

Come one to one) tttMt fSty What you cttu Wifl. 

You coward i£^M9» v«i«ikie ! Ohyougodb, 

You are unjvst> to load mie Wilh mi^^AA^ 

If JoveAxm Herctde^ can*t dfeak w4th tWO, 

Then what etti I c^hist a teglon do^ > 

Their numbei^ friglrts me, not lififtit isMttgtti; Tte div« 

The /joh, pdnlher, tigtr, dlr thfe 6taf& 

To an encounter, to be fireed frbjb ihel^ 

Relentite«s6 ^SUmtj^^efiM; tufM fltttt. 
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UPON MADAM CH£V£R£UZ£ SWIMMING 
OVER THE THAMES. 

'TwAs ciilm> and yet the Huanos toiid&*d heaTen to day 
The water did find out the milky waj. 
When Madam Cherfepoae by swimming down^ 
Did the faire Thiunes the Qn. of RiTen cmwn. 
The humble wiDowes on the shore grew proud 
To see her in their shade her body shrondj 
And, meeting her, the swan (wont to presume) 
Bow'd to her whiter neck his sullyed plume. 
Was not great Jove that swan ? so shap'd, he eame 
To Leda*8 sight 5 but gods and courtiers diame 
Twice to appeare alike) I rather dream 
love was not here, the swan might be the stream. 
And took hx greater jdeasure to be cool'd 
In silver drops, then in his showre of gold. 
And now let AtutMe's scoflers tread 
Their mastars timeless footsteps to the detd> 
In searching out the deepest secret, which 
Or earth or water may be thought most rich. 
Venus by proxie from the floud ascends> 
Bright Chevereuze the whole difference ends. 
Adding so great a treasure to the waves. 
As the whole earth seemes useless, but for gnuves. 
Water above the earth by nnture lyes. 
But she hath plac*d H now above the skies. 
Hie flame die toiik> a spirit of wAter drew> 
Eram*d opdl ridiiej; out of extracted dew. 

d2 
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But her chast breast^ cold as the doyster'd nun. 
Whose frost to chrystal might congeal the sun^ 
So glaz*d the stream, tbat pilots theu afloat. 
Thought they might safely land without a boat. 
Jul^ had seen the Thames in ice involvM, 
Had it not been by her own beames dissolved; 
But yet she left it cordially *twas no more 
Thaw*d to so weake a water as before. 
Else how could it have bom all beauties fraight } 
Of force it must have sunke so great a weight. 
Have sunk her? where? how vainly doe I erre? 
Who know all d^yths are shallow unto her. 
She dreads not in a river to be drown'd. 
Who, tiuui the sea it sdfe^ is more profound. 
Small vessels shake, the great ship safely rides^ 
And>' Mke her royall builder, awes the tides ; 
Above their fome, or rage, we see her float. 
In her bri^t scorn, and, madam, here's my vote; 
So may aU troubled waves beneath 3rou shrink ', 
So may you swim for ever, your foes sink 1 



UPON AGLAURA IN FOLIO. 

By this larg&margent did the poet meaae 

To have a comment writ upon the scene ? 

Or is it that the ladies (who ne*re lodk 

In any, but a poem or play-book) 

May in eadi page, have spaee to sdn^Mble down. 

When such a lord> or fashion eame to town. 



As staaines in almanacks aooompt doe keep 

When their cow caly*d, and when they hought their sheep. 

Ink is the life of paper j 'tis meet then 

That this, w*^'' scap*d the press, should fed tbepen 

A room with one side fumish*d, or a fooe. 

Painted halfe way, is but a foule disgrace. 

This great Toluminous pamphlet may be said 

To be like one that hath more haire than head. 

More excrement than body. Trees that sprout 

With broadest leaves, have still the smallest fruit. 

When I saw so much white I did b^in 

To thinke Aglaura either did lye in^ 

Or else did penance, never did I see 

(Unlesse in bills dash*d in the Chancery) 

So litde in so much, as if the feet 

Of poetry, like law, were sold by th'sheet. 

If this new fashion doe but last one year. 

Poets, as clerks, would make our paper deare. 

Doth not that artist erre, and blast his lame. 

Who sets out. pictures lesser than the firame? 

Was ever chamberlain so mad, to dare. 

To lodge a child in the great bed at Waref 

Aglaura would please better, did she lie 

In th' narrow bounds of an epitomie; 

Pieces that are weav'd of the finest twist. 

As silk and plush, have stLQ more stuff than list. 

She that in Persian habits, made great brags, 

I>egenerates in this exoesse of rags. 

Who by her gyant bulk, this onely gaines. 

Perchance in libraries to hang iir chains. 
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*Ti8 not in books^ as doath ; we never say^ 
Make Zoiu/on-measure^ when we buy a play; 
But rather have them par'd; those leaves be fiiir 
To the judicious^ which much spotted are. 
Give me the sociable pocket books^ 
These empty folio*s onely please the looks. 



UPON LUTE-STRINGS CAT-EATEN. 

Are these the strings that poets feigne. 

Have dear'd the air and calm*d the maine ? 

Charm'd wolves^ and from the mountain crests 

Made forrests danoe^ with all their beasts ? 

Could these neglected shreds you see. 

Inspire a lute of ivorie. 

And make it spea|( ? oh then think what 

Hath been committed by my cat. 

Who in the silence of this night. 

Hath gnawn these cords, and marr*d them quite. 

Leaving such rdicts as may be 

For frets, not for my lute, but me. 

Pusse, I will curse thee, maist thou dwdl 

With some dry hermit in a Cel, 

Where rat ne*re peep*d, where mouse ne*re fed. 

And flies go supperlesse to bed : 

Or with some close-par'd brother, where 

Thoul't fast each sabbath in the yeare ; 

Or else, profane, be hang*d on Monday, 

For butchering a mouse on Sunday. 






Or maist thou tumble from some tower. 
And misse to light upon all feme, , 

Taking a &U that may unty 
Eight of nine lives and let them fly* 
Or may the midnight embers sindg^ 
Thy dainty coat> or lane beswinge 
Thy hide, when she shall take thee biling 
Her cheese-clouts> or her havse be«~ 
What, was there ne*re a rat nor mouse. 
Nor buttry ope ; nought in the house 
But hannlesse lute-strings, could suffice 
Thy panch, and draw thy glaring eyes ? 
Did not thy conscious stomake finde 
Nature profaned, that kinde with kinde 
Should staunch his hunger ? think on that 
Thou canibaU and Cychps cat. 
For know, thou wretch> that evinry string 
Is a cats gui, which art doth Ixing 
Into a thread ^ and now suppose 
Dunstan, that snufTd the devillB nose^ 
Should bid these strings reviye, as once 
He did the calfe, from naked bones; 
Or I to league thee for thy sin. 
Should draw a circle, and begin 
To conjure, for I am, k>ok to't. 
An Oxford scholar, and can doe*t. 
Then with three sets of mops and mo/wes, 
Seaven of odd words, and motley showes^ 
A thousand tricks, that, may be taken 
From Fausius, LambCf or Frier Bacon; 
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I should begin to call my strings 

My catlings, and my minikins j 

And they re-catted> streight should fall 

To mew, to purre, to caterwawle; 

From pusses belly. Sure as death, 

Pusse should be an Engastrumeth. 

Pusse should be sent for to the king. 

For a strange bird, or some rare thing. 

Pusse should be sought to f arre and neer. 

As she some cunning woman were. 

Pusse should be carried up and downe. 

From shire to shire, from town to town. 

Like to the camell, leane as hag. 

The elephant, or apish nag. 

For a strange sights pusse should be sung 

In lowsie ballads, midst the throng. 

At markets, with as good a grace. 

As Jgincourt, or Chew/ Chace. 

The Troy-sprung Britan would foigoe 

His pedegree, he chanteth so. 

And sing that Merlin (long deceast) 

Retum*d is in a nine-liv'd beast. 

Thus pusse thou seest, what might betide thee. 

But I forbear to hurt or chide thee. 

For't may be pusse was melancholy. 

And so to make her blythe and jolly. 

Finding these strings, shee*d have a fit 

Of mirth -, nay, pusse, if that were it \ 

Thus I revenge me, that as thou 

Hast plaid on them, I on thee now 5 



^ann" 
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And as thy touch was nothing fine. 

So IVe hut flcratch'd these notes of mine. 



TO A LADY 



VEX D WITH A JEALOUS HUSBAND. 

When you sit musings lady, all alone 
Casting up all your cares with private moan. 
When your heart hleeds with grief, you are no more 
Neer unto comfort, than yon were before. 
You cannot mend your state with sighs or tears. 
Sorrow's no balsome for distrustfull feares. 
Have you a foe you hate ? wish him no worse 
A plague or torment, than the piUowes curse. 
Observe your lord with n'ere so strict an eye. 
You cannot goe to piss without a spy. 
If but a mouse doth stir about his bed. 
He staxfs, and sweares h^ is dishonoured. 
And when a jealous dream doth craze his pate. 
Straight he resolves he will be separate^ 
Tdl me, right worthy cuckolds, if you can. 
What good this folly doth reflect on man ? 
Are women made more loyall > hath it power 
To* guard the tree, that none can pluck the flower ? 
Is it within the power of jealous heads. 
To banish lust from court, or country beds ? 
I never knew, that base and foul mistrust 
Made any chast, that had a minde to lust. 
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It cannot make her honest, that by kiiidj 
To loose and ynHd afectioos is indin'd. 
Debar her lord, she, to supply his room, 
WiU have a hcnrse-boy, or a stable-gioom; 
Keep her from youth of lower rank and place, 
Shel kis his scuUion, and with knaves embrace : 
Suspect her fsuth with all, and all mistrust, 
Shel buy a monkey to supply her lust: 
Lock her torn mw and beast and all content, 
She'l make thee cuckold with an instrument: 
For women are like angry ipastives chiun'4> 
They bit at all, when they are all restrain'd 
We may set lock9 and guards to watch their fires. 
But have no meanes to quench their hot desires. 
May may as well, by cunning go about, . 
To stop the sun in motion, es by doubt 
To keep a nettled woman, if that she 

« 

Strongly disposed be to venery. 

How many thousand women that were saints. 
Are now made sinfiill by ui^u^t restraints? 
How many do commit, for very spight. 
That take small pli^asure in that swe^ delight ? 
Some are for malice, some for mirth unjUAt, 
Some kisse for love, and some do act for lust. 
But if the fates intend to make me blest. 
And Hitmen binde me to a female br^ia^t, 
(As yet, I thanke my starrest I am not ty*d 
In servile bonds tp any wanton bridd) 
liCt Cintkia be my crest> and let me wear 
The cuckolds b^dge, if I distrust, or fear. 
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Tis told me oft^ a smooth and gentle hand 
Keeps women more in aw of due eommandj 
Than if we set a ganneiil on thdr docks^ 
Ride them with hits^ or on their geer set locks. 
For then^ like furious colts they'l frisk and flings 
Grow wild and mad^ and will do any thing. 
But if we slack our rdns^ to please their will^ 
Kindnesse will keep them from committing ilL 

You hlessed creatures^ hold your female rights^ 
Conquer hy day, as you o'reoome by nights. 
And tell the jealous world thus much from me. 
Bondage may make them had, whose mindes are free. 
Had CoUatine been jealous (say this more) 
Without a rape, Lucrece had dy'd a whore. 



INVITATION TO DALLIANCE. 

Be not thou so foolish nice. 
As to be intreated twioe^ 
What should women more incite. 
Than their own sweet appetite } 

Shan savage things more freedome have 

Than nature imto women gave ? 

The swan, the turtle, and the sparrow 

Bill a while, then take the marrow. 

They bill, they kisse, what else they doe. 
Come bin, and kisse, and He shew you. 
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THE COUNTRBY MANS SONG 

IN THE SPANISH CURATE. 

Let the beUs ring, and the boyes sing. 

The young lasses trip and play. 
Let the cups goe round, till round goes the ground. 
Our learned vicar weel stay. 

Let the pig turn merrily hey. 
And let the fat goose swim. 
For verily, verily, hey. 

Our vicar this .day shall be trim.' 

The stew'd cock shall crow, oockadoodle doo. 

Aloud cockadoodle shall crow 3 
The duck and the drake, that swim in the lake 

Of onions and daret below. 

Our wives shall be neat, to bring in our meat, 

To thee, our noble adviser. 
Our paines shall be great, and our pottles shall sweat. 

And we our selves will be wiser. 

Weel labour and swink, weel kisse and weel drink. 
And tithes shall come thicker and thicker 5 

Weel fall to the plough, and get children enow^ 
And thou shalt be learned, oh vicar! 
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17F0H THE SIGHT OF 

AN OLD DECAYED PATCHED BED, 

WITH A PILLOW HAVINQ T. R. AS A MARKE ON IT. 

Prok(gite, 
Mertail not C Reader J though the sun shine brigl 
About yon, if I bid you all good night, 
lie t$31 how*t may fMroperly be sed. 
Though you are up, yet I am going to bed. 

« 

Poetaster, 
My slumbring Muse upon thy drowsie bed, 
• Rest once againe thine unattired head 
l^liere, for thy great Mecenas so commands. 
Thy best assayes with saporiferous bands, 
Whfle darknesae did thine outward senses biiid> 
TeU me what fancies did usurp thy mind. 

Muse* 
What think you nr, while sleep enthral*d my head> 
What subject could I have, except my bed^ 

Poetaster* 
A bed 410 sul]ject to be written on, 
Bnt lain, yea by the Mused trod upon. 

Muse, 
The pillow: from the bed I think*s nor fair^. 
And yet on that were written T. and R. 



But to be lien on^ right I like it well. 
For why, in lying, poets bear the bett. 
And to be trod upon, tis not unmeet. 
The Muses scan thdr subjects with their feet. 

Poetaster. 
The R. O muse thou there saw'st (to be brief) 
Was nothing but a rogue, the T. a thief: 
In the next vecse, but two, I blush to teQ, 
Thou first broughtst forth a Lie, and then a BeB. 
Take heed of Lideh Muse, thy poet fears. 
If thy feet stumble, he may lose his eaies. 
To sever thieves and poets I am loath. 
Because I know Mercurius was both. 

Muse, 
Within thy verses as birds of a feather. 
Liars, rogues, thieves, and MusiSs flock togetiier. 
By whom I*m scriKly to my suliject led. 
For flodu and feathers do fill up the bed, 
Bacchus his merry boules may humour breed. 
But divine raptures from the bed proceed. 
Let the pot^poets in their fury try. 
With dipping their malignant pens to dry 
The Muses fountain, my inventions streams 
Can never faile, while beds procure me droam& 
If we one science justly may admire. 
What shall we here, where all the seven conspise^ 
The letters on the pillow witnesse may 
That on this bed some granmiar lately lay ^ 



In iDgick also it must needs be ftbie> 

For 'twas a czord would make a prettj cable: 

That beds have rhetoridc we need not fear> 

While to his pillow eaeh man lends his eare: 

Who number aU the feathers in it can/ 

Must be a good arilhmetitian. 

The joynts cry creek when on them any iie^ 

As if the stoda hxmg by geometry. 

Its mnsiek sure is pleasant which can keep 

In spight of snorting eyes and eares asleep. 

The bed I take fbr deep astronomy. 

Which alwaies studies to edipse the eye. 

If you seek planets, this is Vtdcans gin 

That Mnrs and Vtnm weve so fettered in. 

Astrologie in iMs dolh also dwell, 

F(n* men by dreames may Aiture things fof c UB : 

To fcad strong lilies^ if any minde be bent. 

Herein the bed can also give content. 

Nat sage Ap&^, wot the saisred Nin^ 

Can than this bed-cord shew a stronger Mne. 

Methinkes I*me very eleqpy still, and loth 

To rise, but tint I've on me ne*re a dOBtii. 

TVas T. and R. as sure's I live, *twas they 

That stole the coverlet and sheets away. 

Oat ! a rope choak you boHi, y*are arrant knaves, 

I'de knock you soundly had I but bed-staves. 

If ought obscure you Ift tti^ Verse, mttke. 
Poets use not their bisds h^ in th^ darke. 
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If folae or fboUsh aay tluiig you deein> 

Sith't came ftom bed» account it for a dream. 

If in my verses boldly any catches^ 

The bed, my subject, was as full of patches : 

The blurs and blots I make, let none disdaine. 

The bed in one place had an ugly straine. 

If my unpolish't lines being dull and dry. 

Doe make you heary, I wiU tdl you why. 

Some subjects make men laugh, some make'em weep 

But the bed-post is to bring all a-sLeep. 



A LETTER to Sir John MemnU, when the Parliam^it 
denied the King money to pay the army, unlesse a 
priest, whom the King had reprieyed, might be exe- 
cuted. Sir John at that time wanting the money for 
provisions for his troop, desired me by his letter to goe 
to the priest, and to perswade him to dye for the good 
ofthearmy^ saying. 

What is* t for him to hang an houre. 
To give an army strength andpanerf 



THE Rm»LY. 

Bt my last letter John thou see*st 
What I have done to soften priest; 
Yet could not Vvith all I^oouM say^ 
Peiswade him hang to get tbee pay. 



Thou swBd, quoth he, I pl»ioly 9ee> 
The anaay vf^aja^ no food by thee; 
Fast oftncr, friend, or if youl eate. 
Use oaten straw, or straw of wheat } 
Theyl save to moderate thy jdly^ 
And (which it needs) take up thy beUy. 
As one that in a taveme breaks 
A glasse, steales by the barre, and mmi^l^ft : 
At this rebuke, with no lesse haste, I 
Trudgd from th^ priest, and prison Qwty: 
The truth is, he gave little credit 
To'th'annies wants, because I said it. 
And, if youl pcesae it furlher, John^ 
'Tis fit you senda leaner loaa. 
For thou with ease can'st fiienda eipose 
For thy behoof.to fnrtunes blowfl. 
Suppose we being found together 
Had poss'd for birds of the same feather $ 
I had perchance been shrewdly shent. 
And maul'd too, hy the Parliament. 
Have you beheld th unlucky ape 
For roasted chesnuts mump and gape. 
And oaring at them with hi* pawes. 
But loath he is to soorch his dawes ; 
When viewing on the hearth asleep 
A puppy, gives him cause to weep : 
To spare his owne, he takes his helpe, 
. And rakes out nuts with foot of wbdp. 
Which done, (as if 'twete all but play) 
your name-sake looks anoAer way, 
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Hie cur awakeSf and fiadefl ins thumbs 

In paine^ but knows not whenee it cornel $ 

He takes it first to be some cramp^ 

And now he spreads^ now licks hb vamp ; 

Both are in vaine^ no esse appeares. 

What should he doe ? he shakes his eaies^ 

And hobling on three legs he goes. 

Whining away witii aking toes. 

Not in much better case periiaps, 

I might have been to serve thy chaps. 

And have beshrew'd my fingers end. 

For groping so in cause of Inend } 

WhUe thou wouldst munch like horse in manger. 

And reach at nuts with otfaefs danger: 

Yet have I ventur'd tere to serve. 

My friend that sayes he's like to aterre. 



THB FART CENSURED IN THE PABJUAIfBNT 

HOUSE. 

• • • « » 

Puffing down ottw gmte aotkniS Sir I0 Oraol', 
And reads his message promptty without book. 
Very weU, quoUi Sir fViUkm Moffis, m$ 
But Hany Ludhm foysting arse ciy'd no. 
Then starts up one fuller of devotfoa 
Then eloquence, and sayes. An ill mMisfi* 
Nay, by my futh, (pidOi S b Hsiity /Mtfir, 
The motion were good, wer*t not for stinking. 
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Quoth^ir Henry Pool, 'tis an aadadous tridk« 

To furt in the &x of the body politick. 

Now without doubts quoth Sir Edward GretU, 

I must confesses it was very unctvilL 

Thank God^ quoth Sir Edward Hungerfard, 

Diat this fiirt proVd not a turd* 

Indeed^ quoth Sir John Trtwtr, it gave a foule knodk. 

As it launch'd forth hoax his stinking dock. 

1, quoth another in one 8o chanced. 

That a great man tarted, as he daunced. 

Quofli Sir Richard Haughion, no justice of i|iiomm . 

But would take it in snuffe, t'have a fort let befbre*am. 

Such a fart as this ne*re before was seen, 

Quotii the most learned couneel of the 4ueen. 

Quoth Mr. Daniel, this young man's too bold. 

This pririledge belongs to us that are M* 

Then wo the time, quoth Sir Laurenee Hfde, 

That these two priTiiedges are d^iy'd* 

Quoth Mr. Reconkr a word for the dty. 

To cut off the aldeno^aiis right were great pity. 

Well, quoth Kit Brook, w«#'l give you a reas(»i» 

Though be had right by descent, he had not livery aod 

scasin. 
Yet quoth Mr. Peak, I have a president in stone. 
His father farted last Sessions before. 
Then said Mr. Noy, this may very well be done^ 
A fiurt may be entail'd from the fatheMio the son. 
Saith Mr. Moore, let us this motion repealed 
Wbafs good for the priwte# is jHforthteommonweal. 



A good jeu 6b this fiurt^ quoth gentle Sir Harry, 
He hath caus'd sdch an earth-quake, that my ooal-pilff 

nuBcany* 
It IB haid to recall a fart when 'tis out. 
Quoth Sir WUUam Looser with a kmd shout* 
Tea, quoth Sir Laurence Hidet that we may come by H, 
Wee'l make ek proviso, time it and tye it. 
Qd. Sir Harry the hardy, look well to each daiise, 
Aawell for Entg^fub liberty as lawes. 
Now then the knightly Doctor protests. 
This fort shall be brought into th'Court of Requests. 
Nay rather, sayes Sir Edwin, lie make a digression. 
And fart him a prGJect, shall last him a Session. 
Then Sir Edward Hdby alleadg^d with the spigot. 
If you fEvt at the Union, remember K^ Pigat, 
Swooks quoth Sir John Lee, is your arse in dotage ? 
Cknild you not have k^t this breath to ooolyourpotti^ ? 
Orave senat, quoth Mr. Duncomb, upoi^ my salvation 
This fart had need of great reformation. 
Quoth the,Gountrey, Courtier upon my conscience. 
It might have been refonned with frankinsenoe. 
We must have this fart by Paiiiament enacted. 
Said another, before this businesse be transacted. 
And so we shall have (oh do not abhor it !) 
A fort from Scotland reciprocall for it. 
A very good jest it is by this light. 
Quoth spruce Mr. James oi the Ide of Wight. 
Quoth Sir Robert Johnson, if youl not laugfa 
rie measure this fieurt with my Jiscoi^ staib. 
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Now by my ttoth, quoth sage Mr. Bennet, 

We must have a selected committee to pen it. 

Philip Gatndy stroak'd the old stubble of Us fece, 

Said^ the fort was well penn'd^ so sat downe in his place. 

Then modest Sir John Hoiks said^ on his word^ 

It was but a shoo that creak'd on a board. 

Not so^ quoth Sir John Acklund, that eannot be^ 

The place underneath is matted you see. 

Before God^ said Mr. Brook, to teU you no lye^ 

This fart^ by our law^ is of the post-naH. 

Fye, quoth M. Fotherhy, I like not this embassage. 

A fart interlocutory in the midst of a message. 

In all yoar eloquence then^ quoth Mr. Martin, 

You cannot linde out this figure of fieuting. 

>Nay^ quoth Dr. Crompton, can any man draw 

This fart within compasse of the civill law 

Then Sir William Pady, 1 dare assure'm^ 

Though*t be contra modestiam, *tis not contra nafuram. 

Up stBurts Ned Weymark, the Pasquil of PonxUs, (Rolls. 

And said^ this fort would have fitted the Master of the 

Said Oxenhridge, there is great suspition. 

That this fart savours of popish superstition. 

Nay> said Mr. Good, and also some other> 

This fort came from some reformed brother. 

Then up start Sir John Young, and swore by Gods ni^es. 

Was nere such a fort let in the borders of Wales. - 

Sir Walter Cope said, this fart as *twas let, 

Might well have broke ope his privy cabinet. 

Sir Jerome in fblio> swore by the masse> 

This fort was enough to have broke all the glasse. 
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And Sir lerome the lease said^ such an abuse * 

Was never committed in Poland ot Spruce, 

In oompasse of a thousand miles aboutj 

Sir Roger Owen uad, such a fart came hot out. 

Quoth Sir John Parker, I sweare by my rapier. 

This bombard Was stuff*d with very foule paper^ 

Now quoth Mr» Levoknor, we have found sucb a tiung 

As no tale-bearer dares cany to the king. 

Quoth Sir Letm his brother^ if it come of embassage^ 

Ihe Master of the Cereaaonies must give it pasaag«. 

I, quoth Sir Robert Drury, that were yovr part> 

If so it had been a forrein fart. 

Nay^ said Sir Richard Lovelace, to end tb% difference. 

It were fit with the Lords to have a conference. 

Hark^ quoth Sir John Toumsend, this fart had ^Q migfat 

To deny his owne master to be dubbed knight. 

For had it ambition^ or oraHonis pan. 

Your son could have told him> quid est an. 

Quoth Sir Thomas Ltdce, if thb house be not able 

To censure this fart^ I'le have it to the oounod table. 

It were no great grievance, qd, M Hare, 

If the Surveyour herein had his share. 

Be patient gentlemen, quoHi Sir Francis Bacon, 

There's none of us all but may be thu3 mistaken. 

Silence, quoth Bond, though words be but wind, 

Tet I doe mislike these ^lotions behinde. 

Then, quoth Mr. Price, it stinks the more you stir it» 

Naturam expellasjurca, recurrit. 

Then gan sage Mounson silence to breaks 

And said, this fsrt would make an imi^ speak. 



 

i 



Up rises the Speaker, thai Qobk Epkeftion, 
And sayes^ Geatleiaeii, Tie put you a question : 
The que^on propounded the eares did los^ 
For the in^oir part went there with the nose. 
Sir Robert Gtttfm, well read in old stories^ 

« 

(Having confored his notes witb Mr. Pories^ 

I can well witnesse that these are no fiiUes) 

Said^ 'twas hard tP pat the furt in his tablea. 

If 'twould bear an action^ saith Sir Tho: Hokrqftj, 

rie make of this jiurt a bolt or a shaft. 

Quoth Sir Roger Aihion, 'twould mend well the matter. 

If 'twere shav'd and well isa&Kt'd in rose water : 

Why^ quoth Sir Roger Acton, how should I tell it, 

A hat by hearsay, and ndther hear it nor smell it ? 

Quoth Sir Thomas Knevit, I fear here doth Imk 

In this hallow raulti Bome more powder wQik^ 

Then precisely rose Sir Anthony Cope, 

And pray'd to God, 'twere no BuU for tbs Pope* 

Quoth Sir Tho: Chahner, lie demoasfirate tIMs fart 

To b'a voice of the belly, and not of the heart 

Then by my faith saith Sir Edmn Sandyes, 

He playes not by th^lincj. this gentlemfu^ bandies. 

Then stud Sir George More, in his wonted ot4(er, 

I mean but to qpeake against the houses disorder. 

Tlie fart which we favour far more then is fit, 

I wish to the Sergeant you would commit. 

The Seigeant refiis'd it, humbly on's knees. 

Far fbrts break prison, and never pay fees : 

Wlierefbre this motion without reason stands 

To diarg me with what I can*t hold in my hands. 
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Then qaaOi the Cleib^ I now plainly see 

That a {irivate act is some gune for me. 

AU which was admitted by Sir Thomas Freak, 

This gentleman ssdth his shoo did but creak. 

Then said Sir Richard Gargrave by and by. 

This gentleman speaketh as well as I. 

But all at last said> it was most fit^ 

The fort as a traitor, to the Tower taommnit : 

Where as they say> it remaines to this houre. 

Yet not dose prisoner, btit at kige inliie Tower. 



TBE FAKTS &nTAFH. 

RBADMR, I teas home andcryed 
Cracki so, smeU so^ and so dytd, 
lAke to Caesars vms my death. 
He m senat lost his breath $ 
And alike inter* d doth lye, 
Thejamous Romulus and I. 
And, at last, like Fkfmjaire, 
I left the eonmon HneaUh mine aire. 



J 
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WULL BA6NALLS BALLET. 

A BALLBTf a ballet, let ereiy poet, 

A ballet make with speed. 
And he that hath wit, now let him shew it. 

For never was greater need. 
And I that never made ballet before, 
WiU make one now, though I never make more. 
O xoomeHf monstrous toomen. 
What do you meane to doef 

It is their pride fmd strange attire 

That bindes me to this taske. 
Which king and court did much admire. 

At the last Christmas maske : 
But by your entertainment then. 
You should have fflooall cause to come there agen^ 
O Hjoomeny &c. 

You cannot be contented to goe. 

As did the women of old. 
But you axe all for pride and shew. 

As they were for weather and cold* 

wom6n, women, fie, fie, fie, 

1 wonder you are not ashamed, I. 

O wmen^ &c. 



\ 
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Where u tke decency become 
That your fore-mothers had? 

In gowns of cloth> aad caps of thrum* 
They went full meanly dad; 

But you must jet it in silkes and gold. 

Your pride in winter is never a edhi» 
O women, &c. 



Your fiices trickt and painted be> 

Your breasts all open bare^ 
So farre, that a man may almost see 

Unto your lady-waie. 
And iii the church to tell you true. 
Men cannot serve God for looking on you. 
O voometif &a 

But many there aie of those that goe 

Attir*d from head to hed. 
That them from men yon cannot know> 

Unlesse you doe them fedL 
But oh for shame, though you have none> 
Tis better to bdieve, and let than akwa 
O voomeHf &c. 

« 
Both round and short, they cut their haire. 

Whose length should women gnoe/ 

Loose like themselves, their hata^Ky wear; 

And when they c<»ne in place 



Where courtship and complements mutt be. 
They doe it like men^ with cap and knee. 
totftnen, &c. 

They at their sides, against our lawes> 

With little ponyards goe ; 
Which surely is, I thinke^ because 

They love mens weapons so : 
Or else it is, theyle stab all men 
That doe refuse to stab them agen, 
vsomen, &c. 

Doublets like to men they weare> 

As if they meant to flout us. 
Wast rotmd, like points and ribbons too> 

But I pray let*s look about us. ' 
For since the doublet doth so well fit 'um^ 
They'l have the breeches if they can get'um. 
O xnomeHf &c. 

And when the mask was at the court 

Before the king to be showne^ 
They got upon seats, to see the sport. 
But soon they were pull'd down t 
And many w«e tibrustout of doors, 

coats wdl-cttdgel'd, and they call'd whores^ 
Oh Ungf religious khg, 
Ood ikvf thy mnQeihf^ 
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And women all whom tiiis concemes. 

Though you offended be. 
And now in foul and railing teimes 

Doe swagger and swear at me : 
He tell jaa, if yon mend not yoor wayes. 
The devil wiU fetch you aU one of theae dayes. 
Oh nomcHf monstrous women, 
What do you meane to doe f 



DR. SMITHS BALLET. 

Will womens vanities never have end. 

Alack what is the matter > 
Shall poets all their spirits spend. 

And women yet never the better ? 
WiU BagnaUs ballet hath done no good 

To the head that is hid in the taffety hood, 
Wldch makes the vertuous chew the cud. 

And I till now their debter. 

I once resolved to be blinde. 

And never set pen to sheets 
Though all the race of womeddnde 

Were mad I would not see't. 
But now my heart is so big it struts. 

And hold I cannot for my guts ;• 
With as much ease as men cndc nuts 

My rimes and numbers meet. 



J 
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And first I will bcjg^n to toiidb 

Upon their daubing paint; 
Their {Hide that way it is so much^ 

It makes my muse grow faint. 
And when they are got into a new suit^ 
They look as though they would straight 
The devill's in't^ and*s dam to boot^ 

'Twould anger any saint. 



Their soaring thou^ts to book advance^ 

*Tis odds it may uiidoe 'um^ 
For ever since Dame Eves misdiance^ 

That villanous itch stidcs to 'um. 
And when they have got but a little sauiek. 

They talk as if nothing they did ladc^ 
Of JVitherSt DraUon, or Balzack, 

'Twould weaiy a man to woe 'um. 



Their laces are besmear*d and plere'd^ 

With seyerall sorts of patches^ 
As if some cat^ their duns had flead 

With scarres^ half moons and notches. 
Fh)digious signes there keep thdr stations^ 

And meteors c^ most dreadfull fashions. 
Booker hath no such prognostications : 

Now out upon Ibem wretches ! 
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With tliese they are disgnised to. 

They look as untoward as elves, 
Thdr hushands scarce their wires can know. 

Nor they sometimes themselves. 
And every mom they feed their chaps. 

With caudles, hroths, and honey-sops : 
And lap it up as thick as hops, 

If ere think on him that ddvea 



Sometimes I thinke them quite rabda'd. 

They let me use such freedome. 
And by and by they call*d me rode. 

And such a wotd makes me dumbe. 
They are ao fidde and shy God save via 

That a man can never tell where to have *um 
I would we were all resolved to leave *um. 

While we herei^fter need 'urn* 



Their kind behaviour is a tmpi 

For men wherein to catch 'um» 
With sugered words they lye al; nap. 

But lie be sure to watch *umi 
And when witti every ipuunt dcnrige. 

They get us into Itioles pBxnilm* 
They lau^ and leaye us in a tfm. 

The fiend will ooa.day fekdi *1P9« 



Sometiines they in the water luik 

Like fish with silver finiis; 
And then I wish I were the Tiirk» 

And these my concubines. 
Bnt to tell you the truth without any erring. 

They are neither fish, fleshy nor good red herring : 
And when so e're you find them stbring. 

They will put you in miade of your siiis. 



A %3Tfi once had got a drone^ 

And she began to diatter. 
Quoth she^ sweet heart, I am thine €fwa> 

But I ^th 'twas no sn^ matter. 
But when he thought her as sure a^ a gu 

ffl» set up her tula and away she nm. 
As if she dM mean to ontrstrip the san. 

The Devil could never have set her. 



Or if some women aiean good sooth. 

And purpose lawfull manrii^ S 
Tis ten to ode they hare ncTre a toothj 

And then poor inan must fbrragBir 
Who so is sped, is maldbt with a wiDmaii> 

He may weep w^iiout the help ofan onyon^^ 
He'a ah QKc and aa dase^^nd « dnhlwd^galKoBj. 

That wooes and does not Itorago. 
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Your zealouB lecturers often preach. 

And bomOies eke expound. 
But ^vomen 88 if they were out of their reach. 

Persevere and stand their ground. 
They may preach as wdl to the walls or roof. 

There's not one amongst ten that are sermon proof, 
Their hearts are as hard as a horses hoof. 

And as hoUow, hut not so sound. 



And when doe you think this yeare may meodr 

And come to a better passe } 
In truth, I thinke, it will never have end. 

What never ? then out, alas ! 
They hdd such widced counseUs between *um. 

We can doe little else but make buDads against ^um. 
Ten thousand furies I tliink are in 'um ', 

Is not this a jnttifull case > 



r think it were not much amisse. 

To bring them into a play. 
There's matter enough and enough I 

And lie have the second day; 
Where some shall be attired like pages. 

The rest shall be as they are baggages; 
He aAt sets them awoik w&l pay them thdrwagesj 

Troth that V lhe ooely way. 



9 

And now we have brought them npon the stager 

AH sorts of people among ; 
Tie there expose them like birds in a cage. 

To be gap*d on in midst of the throng. 
Nay^ now I have got them within my dntdies^ 

I'le neither ^BkYour lady nor dutches. 
Although they may think this over-much is. 

They are no more to me, then those that goe on 
/ made this stqffe too long, (crutches. 

Now Lord preserve our gracious queen. 

That gives her cautions ample. 
Yet they, as if it never had been. 

On all good precepts trample. 
But here's the spite, it would anger a stone. 

That a woman should goe to heaven alone : 
But it will never be by hope that's bred in the bone, 

Theyl never mend by example. 



UPON SIR JOHN SUCKLINGS 

MOST WARLIKE FKEPAKATI0N8 FOR THE fCOTlSIT 

WARRE. 

Sir John got him an ambling nag»^ 

To Scotland for to ride a. 
With a hundred horse more, all his own be sW(»e 

To guard him on every side. a. 

F 
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Nq ernuil knighit ercr w«ttt tO figbt 

With halfe so gay a bmyado. 
Had you aeea but hia look yould have sworn onabod: 

Heeld baye oonqiier'd a wbok aimado. 

The ladies ran all to tbe wiodowes to see 

So gaUaut and wailike a flight a. 
And as be pass'd by^ they began to cry. 

Sir John, why will you go fight a? 

But he like a cntel kaight, spnrr'd on. 

His heart did not relent a, 
For» till he came thare> he shevr'd no fear. 

Till then why should he npent a > 

The king (God hkm him) had ctmgular hopes 

Of him and nU his troop a> 
The Borderas they, as they met him on the way 

For joy did hollow and whoop a. 

None lik'd him so weU as his own colonel. 

Who took him for John de Weari a. 
But when there were shows of gunning and blows 

My gallant was nothing so peart a. 

For when the Scots.anny came witbin s^^. 

And all men prepar'd to Jght a^ 
He ran tohis tent, they ask'd what he mciint. 

He swore he must needs goe shitoJi. 
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The colonel! sent for hbti back ageii 

To quarter bim in the vair a. 
But Sir Jokm did swear he came not there. 

To be km'd the yerf first bmhI a. 

To cure hia fear he was sent to Ae rere. 
Some ten miles baekj and m<Mne a. 

Where he did play at tre trip for hxf. 
And nere saw the enemy more a. 

But now there is peace^ he's vetura'd to increase 
His money/which lately he spent a. 

But his lost honour must stiH: lye in the dmt. 
At Bartrick away it went a. 
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THE OLD CLOAKS KEFLY TO THB POBTS 

FARBWBLL. 

Will you be giiiky (master) of this irroog. 
As thus to a& your seiVant foif a naog. 
And now when I am fitter for your wtfiup? 
A poets habit erer h thred-^bttre; 
(Master) if still yocC low the good (M way. 
Then why not me ? why not old ck^aks I plra^ ? 
Let revels rant in silkes : this ragged dresstf. 
Sets forth a'loyall tufegsecfs c ometmess tr 
Oft have I seen b6yes point #licn ydu came neer « 
And say^ There gats an honest csrvdiere. 

»2 
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But when some gold-bedaub*d fayoorite. 

Ruffling in silkes hath gliBler'd in their nght^ 

Then have I seen the boyes to stamp and Tare, 

And cry. Pox on him, there's a round-head knave. 

It is some comfort (master) then I see, 

A good name you shall gaine by wearing me. 

Then hang good doaths, it is the worst of crimea 

To weare good gannents in such wicked tunes. 

A newer doak you might have long since got. 

But (pardon me) a fitter you could not. 

Tou are agriev'd, 'cause I am thin and light. 

And truly (master) you your sdf are slight : 

How can't be otherwise, when as yon see. 

Tour best friends sleight you? AUyourfnendsbutme. 

I have stuck to you in all sorts of weather. 

Though (I confesse) I can scarce hold togdiker. 

I did not thrust my selfe upon you 'tis confest, 

I was first drawn, and afterwards was prest; 

Then bound, then hang'd, and now I may speak troe^ 

rie first be hang'd ere I do part from you. 

The most in me that you can reprehend. 

Is, that I have been onely your back friend. 

And is not this that now all good men lade > 

1 have conceal'd your shame behinde your back 

And when some fbule reports hare broken out, 

'Twas I that kept them from being blown about. 

I patiently hare suffer'd mudi distast. 

Rather than have your worship be disgrac'd. 

I have endur'd with you all times, all weaUier, 

And shall we part now? No, weel hang together^ 



PARTUS CHAUCERI FOSTHUHUS 

GULIELMI NELSON. 

Ztoteit SOU (otddlingst to & noMt gamf> 
tKbUi 3 %iuU tdl 80tt, is ^iflt XotH <S« Jame; 
<M a Icf9ll cMk, anH of jftte ifjftabiottt telb, 
)9f toait 9 trofD, itotnt ipututnt fBittkna oHl* 
<M Cambridge fs^un 4fo cbtk, not Oxenfbrd, 
SSell itttof9it at Stilton^ Stewkey^ anH Stamfords 
^t jftauntell {enns Staunton^ anH i&aiitt Ivea^ 
San faitf cottlH gIo}t among f^t couittts loilii** 
a Itttfts tttimson loart j^f in jftijs j^oKe, 
XoIdIi cottRi jbe tfptafc^ ai^ ttacUe jn ^f mu* 
:ffin 0c]^ola¥)(]ft{p j^im carl) jfttm ligjftt ot nougjftt^ 
.00 ftctbt jftte ttttn, jftt ®nglto]^ poKtilb )ott{jftt# 
l^t ttstlx no colour, not no rjftctoticit, 
Vnt set it ttmfb isomt tttmt% of art logkk, 
^f lD8)( full ntllt anil j^ot in lii$(putation» 
9M lDonllrott)( frcqutnt in jftltf i^cHicatlon* 
iFuH gtabels conft jft< )(pit» fort jftt'gan j^tA^ 
ftnH in j^ist moutj^ stome jtugat-canlis ittait« 
Vttt set jftitf ptf acjfting loajt to stmall dbct» 
f^ugj^ lofoll jfte toat^ in tift^not^fm llialect*^ 
1^ foate a caiwcfc Dety, (itt of jtmalT co«(tr 
1^0 jttatf toast stpmt in nutmeg, ale ani) toa#t 
ft gauIH iac&'H tfpittk f aHe for ttalpeUinjp 
PH bjpt in jtummtr, iut tjfte fointering 
Voo coittis toajt, toDt if earls or Iater» 
Jtou]^ foatf ]ft{|( yrotentet iut gnMe ant fi«ter«r 
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nun liqvmrll Uttt W fMH, snl) iMmlmoitK loQle, 

JU iMa^f ttf tt|^ fDOtf 1^ is Iftiit lA^p 

ft loiig baitt eIo«it-)c8 f^ajt jftto cttragf , 

Vl^n itiit tjbe like from Hull unto Carthage. 

9tat> i(oo4 to ]Uis» 1^ toast for a^t fonnall, 

ftiill iMfft a t]M>«ikate cloak canonical^ 

9^ jftaH a l>f aiiijft(]i aaH a yatMuige, 

1^ foatf in Jifit attH lumttt all ite agt, 

l^jt gtf atet tntiame jfte fB^H is iof(oi»iti{» 

ftttH bMer #corff( is ^^ftcn ipuaijtiiiig* 

3f tiat a pmbltm, ot a common place 

0omc to jMit if»Uf if to in ioHs caiie ; 

fallen to a nape of ling ie toottlli bd^ 

Jbome rajtcail tapitttt, (atUs iaocti a mite* 

nten fMtf ie itnolDn in tins iillage tofoa, 
Vbt tftotf Mm clcpl) iim ffios(0ip np an!) Min ; 
Oft I»a0 ie mattl)Un<l>cttidt> 4en IdoqRi ie toatp, 
Jtot fm ({0 irfnnfK, of tJMi fff took itmall bcp : 
gt foajt tic iumot fell liofon from H% csn, 
Bisttill'H from ab» ic llrank iut little toine ; 
ftnH icing a#kell f^is tioitc tcarc0 MH fall, 
JbooftlS ic prcacici at a functall* 
ftnD loicn foiti Drlniing ic foajt #omc icalcmcHoOi, 
l^jt motto toast, Faith Lad, I's halfe good feOow. 
Vittjt ptcaci1> ic often on an ale*ioiti(c ieici, 
ftni, toicntic jtpirit moi^i, congill foe iiK toen4» 
ftni iasttattijs got, toiici, if (Boi jieni tiem grace, 
l^es mas stttccccll iim in ii# stcniortf place* 
9$ toaK an itilc stcnior for ^ nonce, 
;#ottI teai^ilfBH ii» ioig, anl^|(#4ont#» 
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UPON THE SAME. 



Vi»ia mtutt %nmini§f tall tfiict ttf » 9 Iwni, 
(Vttb sft wit 01U of 4Mi iit VcbKt ii utn) 
fh ft$u^% ftoH attH ii^t Mary l9ttKCMif4r» 
tKbttt lottH |t cost1i» sft j^t^ hn Uttb 9il(* 



DOTATIO CHAUCERI ALTERA i 
IN£UMI)£Bf. 

%t9Mf Jeffi^ Chaucer, to DeKCtfltoi s «uai 

9 biiiio gloiiag^ te ms tott fo ni^» 
iM^lfMc %'U Umb out jftto fthaiUtiilie. 
^ince l9ait j^to looir^ 'ttoaK l^anstv jftim to aMt» 
^ ftMt^ Hit a ttaif (ft tj^ttgdft tjfte jttrcet 

JMofldim j^teiace, fofbH jftto i^atl^ aal^ jfttaH* 
yavliU 3 foot not tojftat vmu hot Urn can» 
Dan Thomas, at Dan Richard, a' of fo|at jftaU 
P|( iK, ttf coIMsf ; ittt> &s 4' jbola wattiSt 
1H€ fnm a ftftatat gjftcft at John Port Lattini 
AM tkf at all ofttr Hafiff fc«titan» 
P|( jftad > UqitiofOtttf tootjft ofe» aHi 
JU 1»Bi$ fbm «« ioi^ in sR 4fo tolni 
VIM tatt^ldlif ajaMt rf tufidm* 
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3it felfoj^ll iftttv tjfteft Austins toottst ot Gregory : 

ftiA purcjftacli (atift a XwMm ibfiwCce* 

1^ let jtto ^jfteey acottaifr in t]^ mice; 

AMI itoladi at i&t Johns, or at J^t Fuili, 

Vl^at test a junutuaq^ for jftfo ^ouliiu 

J&it John of 4em, muitt allDatot taken kee; » 

ft jtiitten itjfteepjfteiD cawiot mSu clean 0IM9* 

^te gpll Mercurius, ne Melpomene, 

0've looitl) tt^on j^tm at^st natiblts • 

Ot if ^bes loo&l), m^ looked aQ ajuauiieei 

J60 te0 jfte malie a prieKt ks fi^^l miltcjMue* 

yart^ie jfte loaK of tiie lootft cla^ i^'makeD^ 

Vjftat e'te liame Jiatute in jftet fumace kaiell. 

,^ in jftto sott^ j^e foait a fteYbfam-mait, 

ftttH ktttfUs on W% xMMx$ erranH tan ; 

ftttH faitls fore a eloalukag con^ j^e rilie, 

Wgatest a tusttfi l^jftinsarll is jftte i(il»e ; 

{(nil jfte ftat f^jtilom couRi not ejlmnse a 8toat> 

)9a4 cl^angeti fot a caswcit j^te kUlo coat 

<!^ cannot 0ee tifte koli]{> not tjfte kttHte» 

Vliat iDJtilom tliU attend on ageD ji^ulke ; 

ft latget golDn jfta^ all s'cotoel), 

ftnli a js^ate cay M]^ yent-jftoitjte \\$ ^(lofaitK taA* 

SM itote0 Ifte got, iDJften j^itf maKtet Dijtyntell^ 
ftnft fojften ^e leatnetl jpaphtt* ^ confntell* 
fl^ Motel men iMqun, ]fte4pteac|ft fofll finotti^ 
Vnt o^ent knolon, tlftat j[if tttoln all W "fioOz. 
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Xitfttfall U l08iS» at fotts wM rnttiH f»$!tf, 
Alb lanuary foUl fwbe May in itth 
9M lifpe in gbt, fmr, as( foitft nun jftabe 5Misn, 
Alb fi#jft> anb sonng fbujft^ l^onlb % jbabe {agn, 
ftnb tjftu)( jfte i(iDinkf4 «' itit, to tnb ntfi ittoq;* 
^cn jtasn, jftt nefb# no otjftn yntgatots* 



THE NIGHTINGALE- 

Mt limbs were weaiy^ and my head opprest 

With drowsinesses and yet I could not rest. 

My bed was sttch> as down nor feather can 

Make one more soft, though Jove againe turn swan ; 

No fear-distracted thoughts my slumbers broke^ 

I heard no screech owl shreek, nor rayen croak ^ 

Sleep's foe, the flea, that proud insulting die. 

Is now at truce, and is asleep it selfe. 

But *twas nights darling, and the woiids chief Jewell, 

The nightingale, that was so sweetly cruell. 

It woo*d my eares toTob my eyes of sleep. 

That whilst she sung of Tereus, they might weep; 

And yet rejoyce the tyrant did her wrong. 

Her cause of woe, was burthen of her song. 

Which while I listned to, and strove to heare, 

*Twas such, I could have wished my sdfe all eare. 

*T]S fidse that poets feign of Orpheus, he 

Could neither move a beast, a stone, or tree 
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To fSoUow lum« but where8oe*i« she JByo0 

The grovy satyr, and the faerf hyes 

Afore her perch, to dance their roundeUyes^ 

For she sings distichs to them, while Pan playes. 

Yet she sung better now, as if in me 

She meant with sleep to try the mastery. 

But while she chaunted thus, the cock for spigfat, 

Dayes hoarser herald, diid away the night; 

Thus n>b*d olP sleep, my eye-lids nightly guests 

Methought I lay content, though not at 



EPITAPH ON MISTRISSB MARY PRIDBAUX. 

Happy grave, thou dost enshrine 
That which makes thee a rich mine. 
Yet remepaber, *tis but loane. 
And we look for bock our owne. 
The very same, marke me> the same 
Thou shalt not cheat us with a lame 
Deformed cajcasse; this was foiie, 
Fresji as morning, soft as ayre; 
Purer than other flesh, as foipe 
As other soulis their bodies are : 
And that thou maist the better see 
To finde her out, two starres there be 
Eclipsed now; undoud but those. 
And they will point thee to. the post 



^ 



That dyd e«bQh ieb^k> now pule and wanj 
But will he, when she wake? agune^ 
Fresher then evar^ and bow ere 
Her long sleep may alter her. 
Her soul will know her body strdght> 
'Twas made so fit fpr*t> no d^ceipt 
Can suit anothar to.it, none 
Cloath it so neatiy as its owne. 



UPON DRINKING IN THE CROWN OF A HAT. 

Wbll fare those three, that when there was a dearth 

Of cups to drink in, yet could finde oi|t mirth. 

And spigbt of fortune, make their want their stoi9> 

And nought to drink in, caused drinking more. 

No brittle glasse we used, nor did we thinke 

'Twotdd help the taste, t*have windows to our drinke. 

We scom*d base day, w*** tortur'd in the wheel, 

Martyr'd at last, the force of fire doth feel. 

Both tbese doe foile, we drink not morally. 

In sucb like emblems of mortality. 

The cups that brewers use, and long use may. 

But us'd by women the contrary way. 

Polluted not oi^r palats ; nor the horn. 

Due to the fore head, by our lips was wome. 

We did abhor these hdlTbni4# bloudrbougbt in^tilHj 

Silver and gold; nor should that wbidi IIM^«I kie^^ 
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Serve us for caps; nor that which is the newter 
Betwixt these five^ and is ydeped pewter; 
But 'twas as rare a thing, as often tryed^ 
As hest of these> though seven times purifyed, 
A seven times scoured felt> but turned never> 
And pity *tis, I cannot call it bever. 

The circumlated crown, somewhat dejpmBi, 
And by degrees, toward the one side thrust. 
That to our lips it might the better stoop, 
Varyed a little th'figure of a hoop ; 
From a just circle drawing out an angle. 
And that we might not for our measure wrangle,^ 
The butlers self, Vhose hat it was and band, 
Fill*d each his measure with an even hand. 
Thus did we round it, and did never shrink. 
Till we that wanted cups, now wanted drink- 
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AN EPITAPH 



X7FON DOCTOR PKEDEAUX'S SON. 



Hbkb lyes his parents hopes and fears. 
Once all their joyes, now all their tears, 
He*s now past sense, past fear of paincy 
'Twere sin to wish him here againe. 
Had he liv*d to have been a man. 
This inch had grown but to a span ; 



And DOW he takes up the lesse roonij 
Rock*d from his cradle to his tomb. 
Tis better dye a child> at fom*. 
Than live and dye so at fourscore. 
View but the way by which we come> 
Thoult say, he*s best, that's first at home* 



ON HIS MISTRISSE HAVING THE GREEN 

SICKNESSE. 

White innocence, that now lyes spread 
Forsaken on thy widdow'd bed. 
Cold and alone ; for fear, love, hate. 
Or shame, recall thy crimson mate 
From hi^ dark mazes, to reside 
With thee, his chast and maiden-bride : 
And lest he backward thence should flow^ 
Congeale him in thy viigin-mow. 
But if his owne heat, with thy paire 
Of neighbouring suns, and flaming hatre^ 
Ihaw him into a new divorce. 
Lest to the heart he take his coarse : 
O lodge me there where Tie defeat 
A. future hope of his retreat j 
And force the fugitive to sedi 
A oonstant station in thy cheek. 

So each shall have his proper place, 

I in your heartj he in your fiBoe. 
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UPON THE NAKED BEDLAMS> AND SPOTISD 
BEASTS, WE SEE IN COVENT GARDEN. 

Whbn Besse I she ne*re was half so vainly dad. 
Bene ne*ra was halfe so naked, halfe so mad. 
Again, this raves with lust, for love Besse ranted. 
Then Besses skin was tan*d, but this is painted : 
No, this is Madam Spots, *tiB she, I know her; 
Her face is powdred Ermin, lie speak to her; 
How does your most enammel*d ladyship ? 
Nay pardon me, I dare not touch your lip. 
What kisse a leopard ! he that lips will dose. 
With such a beast as you, may lose his nose. 
Why in such hast ? before we part 'tis meet. 
You should doe penance madam in a sheet t 
'Tis time when schism and error so lowd crieB, 
To punish such itotorious sectaries. 
I publickly appeare haUe Adamite, 
In private practice you are one outright. 
But dapFd ladies, if you needs must show 
Your nakednesse, yet pray why ^^otted so ? 
Has beauty think you lustre from th^se sjMts? 
Is paper fairer wh^ 'tis stain'd ^ith blots ? 
What have you cut your mask out into s^pM, 
Like wanton girles, to make you spots and tipp^; 
As I have seen a cook, that over-neat. 
To garnish out a dish, hath q)oil'd good ntteaf ? 
Pride is a plague, why sure these ai^ <he SHi^, 
I will write (Lard hav^ mercy) on ycuar dooM. 
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Deyite are bladk who doubts it> but some write 
That there are: likewise derills that are white : 
WeU> I have found a third sort that are neither^ 
They are py*de devils^ black and white together. 
Come> tell me troe^ for what these spots are set. 
Are they decoys to drftw fools to your net? 
Are they like ribbons in the mane and telle. 
Of an old winding mare thatVset to sale ? 
You that use puWok trade must hang out sigoe9> 
Bushes you think will rent your naughty in1nes> 
lie ten yoii (iKdies) uever ghre me trust. 
If these baites move not more to scorn tiian lust. 
Perhaps they may a stomach tempt, that loves 
A gammon of bacon that's stuft with dbves *, 
Or white-broth with prunes, but never hope, 
lliat love oi' lust, to this patch*t lure should stoop, 
Unlesse of such rude ruffians, as nere blush. 
To enter wheresoe*re they see a bush. 
Whose breeches and whose shirts make plain report 
That they as ready are as you for sport. 
Take my advice to be secure from jeers^ 
Wash off your stinking spots with bitter teaies, 
O you sweet rurall beauties who were never 
Infected witiEi this ngly spotted jfesver. 
Whose laoe ii smoother then the ivory ^^s&at. 
Need neither spots from France, nor point firom S^f^ine, 
Whose SDOwie mountaines never saw the light, 
Andyet liw sun never saw toow sa Whiter 
Whoae dresse Ihe emblem is of laodestf. 
Whose looks secure you from attempts^ whole eye 
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Has made Jchi vow, and kept it, and whose wbbife 
Behaviour chast is, as your yiigin-soule : 
Which to adorn take up your choicest thoughts. 
Not to get pendants, paintings, rihonds, spots ; 
Trust me (sweet ladies) I that never thought 
To love againe, do now extreamly dote | 
Men that have wit, religion or estate. 
Will be ambitious to make you their mate ; 
Whilst all those naked bedlams, painted babies, 
Spottified fiu^es, and Frenchified ladies. 
With all their proud phantasticall disguises. 
Will prove at last, but fooles and beggars prizes. 

Dear Coz : the want of fhy sweet company. 
Puts me upon this idle poetry: 
Biay you retume with oUoe in your hand. 
Bring thy deare selfe to me, peace to the land. 



TO SIR JOHN MENNIS, 

ON A miCH P&IZK WHICH HB TOOK OK THE SEAfr. 

Walking last Friday moming^ in my garden. 
Where stands a house that I have grunted hard inr 
And finding there sweet WUUam by my bower. 
It made me thinke of John for halfe an houre. 
Thou art (I heare) where thou dost play camoggin. 
Thou broughtst from Wales ^ 'gainst ftute of Hogan 
Mogans 



And wliere thou riclilj doet abodnd iii gfaelt. 
And ropes <jf pearl'now strip*t off from thy belt 5 
But now laid .'up in safety on the shelf. 
Pearl that's more'orient, then the East it self 5 
A hag of diamonds too : and I divine. 
That long ere this, all- the Hans-TownfS are thine : 
After thine own thou needst not call these lands. 
For they are ready christned to thy hands. 
Whiles thus in thy Seraglio thou dost bristle, 
Poore lady at Neahcetstle may go whistle. 
Or gnaw the sheets.' for anguish, no lohn comes. 
He weares out all he hath in forraine bums, 
Hee's not at all a>ncem'd in us (poor souls) 
His friends may hang and who's will carry coles. 
Nay never tosse thy nose; I knew thee man 
When thou wer*t little better then Poor' John: 
The worlds well mended since the war begauj 
Thou'rt now become the great Leviathan : 
And as that monster when he hath got a prize 
Now eats, then farts out pilchards as he lies. 
So thou devour'st at sea, making no bones 
Of smaller vesselb, and their precious ston^es. 
We have no booties brought us in from sea. 
To furnish' us for rates or monthly pay. 
No jeweHs^^nor rich prizies, no such matter. 
When troopers come we run and pawn a platter. 
That we can spare, for we have little meat. 
If this wmrld hold, we shall forget to eate. 
We shall be £ree4iom people then ^oh Hector) 
When we have nothiflg left, but a— — - 

G 
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Hard-hearted knight^ ham canst thou beare tlds tale 

And not bepisse thj selfe with grief or ale } 

Hast thou no moisture^ no lelenttng left > 

Wilt thou sit alwayes brooding ore thj thefts 

And part with never a penny to the Muses^ 

Nor to thy frle^s^ nor yet to piouB uses } 

Wee'l draw thy picture (chnile) and thy shape both 

Standing like Dives in the painted doth. 

One that nere thought upon his friends tUl then. 

When he was in the devills frying pan. 

Then when it is too late thou 'wilt confesses 

Thou hast joore sina'd in fnenddiip then 

I.S. 



DEFIANCE TO K. A. AND HIS ROUND TABLB. 



INCIPIT J. A. 



As it befell on a Pentecost day. 
King Arthur at Owtdai, kept lus eourt nqndU 
With his faire queen dame Guinever the gay. 
And many princes and lords in hall. 
Heialds with hukes, hearing fiiU hie 
Cryed largesse, largesse^ chemUere tree ^nfy. 
A doubty dwarfe to the uppermost dedcfu 
Boldly gan wick kneeling on knee -, 
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Cry'd^ King Arthur God Hbue save mod 
Sir Rhines of Nvfthgulea greeting well thee. 

And bids that thy beard anon thou him send. 

Or else from thy jawes )ie will it off rend. 
For his roab of state is a rich scarlet nuuiltik> 

With eleven kings beards bordered about. 
And there is room left in a canteU, 
For thine to make it out. 

This must be done, be thou never so stoat. 

This must be done, I tell thee no fable, 

Maugre the teeth of all thy round table. 

When this doubty dwarfe his dismall message had 
said. 
The king fum*d, queen screek*d, ladyes were agast. 
Princes puff'd, barons bluster'd, lords began to lowre. 
Knights and squires storm*d, like steeds in a flowre. 
Yeomen and pages yeUd out in l^ill. 
With that came in Sir Guy the seneschall \ 
Silence my sdveraigne, quoth this courteous knight. 
And therewithall the stowre began to stUl. 
The dwarfes dinner was full dearly deight. 
Of wine and wassell he had his wUL 
And when he had eaten and drunken his ffll^ 
A hundred pieces of fine coined gold. 
Was given the dwarfe for his message so bold. 

But say to Sir Rhines thou dwarfe, quoth the king. 
That for his bold message, I him defie. 
For shortlj I meane with basons him to ring 

o2 
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Out of Nori^;a]e8j where he and I 

With swordsj and no razon shall quiddy try, 

WUdi of U8 two is the best barber. 

And then wMaO he shake his good stoord, 
Bzeatitiir 



Sic esq>licit, /. A. 



FINIS. 
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MR- SMITH, TO CAPTAIN MENNIS 

THEN COMMANDING A TROOE OF HOH8B IN THB NOBTH> 

AGAINST THE SCOTS. 

Why wbat (a good year) meaiifl my Johnf 

So staunch a Muse as' thine iier*e won 

The Grecian prize; how did she eame } 

The bayes she brought from Epsom feame ? 

There teein*d she i^reely as the hipps. 

The hermit kist with trembling lipps. • 

And can she be jtfauscostiTe now 

While things are canied (hearenknowes how) 

WbEe church and fl^te with fiiry parch. 

Or zeal as mad as hare in March? 

While birds of Amsterclam do flutter 

And stick as dose as bread, and butter : 

Am straw to jett> or burre to squally 

Or something else unto a wall. 



N 
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Can such a dreadfdll tempest be^ 

And yet not shake the North and thee? 

Where is thy sense, of publike fearea? 

WU't sit unmov'd as Roman peeres^ 

Till some bold Gaule pluck thee by th*beard. 

Thou and thy Muse (I think) are sear'd. 

As I have heard divines to tell 

The conscience is that's mark't for hell. 

Ah noble friend, this rough, harsh, way 

May pinch where I intended play. 

But blame me not, the present times 

So serious are, that even my rymes 

In the same hurry rapt, are so. 

Indeed whether I will or no. 

And otherwise my numbers flie 

Than meant, in spight of droUerie : 

Tis good to end when words do nipp 

And thus out of their hajruesse slipp. 

Besides, the thing which men mispend 

CaU*d time, as precious is as friend, 

Tak*t not unkindly, I professe 

None loves you better then /. S, 

From London where the snow both bm 

As white as milke, and high as shin 

From Viscount Contvi^ies house in street 

Of woman royall, where we meet : 

The day too cold for wine and burrage 

The fourth precedent to plum-porrage 

December moneth, and yeare of grace 

Sixteene hundred and foity to an aee. 
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To firiend of mine, Gaptaiiie Jckn Mmnu 
At town of York that now and then is. 
Or if you misse him ibcre, go look 
In ccmipany of Hunies Sir Foot; 
They two perhaps may hare a pull 
At Sellne, Beverley, or Hull, 
Or else you*l finde him at his quarter. 
Send it^ and let him 

Pay the portor. 



THE SAME, TO THE SAME. 

Mt doubtie squire of Kentish cr^ir 
that ha'st read Bt(Mies old and new 
prick up thine eares unto a tale 
that will un-nerve and make thee stele: 
When thou shalA heare how maliie pedrs^ 
The parliament hath had by th' eares« 
Comming as dose as Mtt of NeuUs, 
To priTiecouncdkyre (god bksae us) 
The judges they am deep in bond. 
And fsEurt for fear they shall bee Qonnd> 
The Ren of EUet and the piehtte 
Of Bath and fVells have had a pellat 
And they have plae-t (has gtnoe's) cod 
Under the lash of MtipmolF4 rod. 
But I am told Ihe ^»fi^ is wifirie 
And fled after theSaerettoie, 



106 aSit lUilOf'd* 

I joy to beare ihoa raign'st in plaee 
Of the defanct arch bishop's graoe^ 
For thou (I doabt not) wilt bee grea'st : 
By freind for prebendry i th' fist : 
Mee thinkes I fwcie preatcr James 
In cope envellop't wiAoat He«nfift. 
With silke and golde embvoydred oie. 
And brestplat like a belt before : 
As pedler ha's to bear has pack. 
Or creeple with a childe at's back. 
Else when my Bettie dropp's away 
(That Iburteen yeaies hath been my toy) 
Some one Il*e marrie that's thy neece 
And livings have with bellie-peece. 
This some call symonie oth* smook. 
Or codpeece, that's against the nock. 
The health you meant mee fai the quaii 
I have, and partly thanke yon lbr't> 
But yet I muse (as well I may) 
At pot so funish't, without pay> 
For at that time wee were told here 
Ton all were sixe weeks in arreare ; 
Ha'st thou made merchandise, of crop ? 
Or solde some landes, lePt out olit' mapp? 
Or ha'st thou ninun'd from saddle bow 
A pistoll through thy tnx^, or so? 
Leaveing halfb-naked horses creit 
Like Amazon with but ooe biest; 
Wen, lett it goe t» I thiftke this gaare 
Fitt to bee scann'd, but not too neare. 



W9 
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However^ sure I should finde liAn 
Thriftie, but yet an honest man^ 
Yet tak heed in these pinching times 
And age so catching after crimes^ 
It bee not given out how you quaf t 
Sugar^ and ^gs, in moming^s draught; 
I grudge thee not 5 Iw if I met 
Fulpone's potion^ or could get 
Nectar^ or else dissolved to dew 
Th*elrur^ which the gods n*ere knew : 
*Twere thine, yea I would save the dropps 
For thee that fell besides thy chopps : 
But yet the needy state (I feare) 
May think much of thy costly eheaie ; 
The best is, if they banre thy maw 
From sodden drink, thou*t have it raw: 
And reason good, the heavens defeod. 
That thou should'st want, and I tiiy friend. 

/. S, 

From house of Y iseonnt Camoay, iPj^ere 
Kenelme hath food, and Dwm'f Count lare, 
December moneth, day of St. John 
That *mong8t th* Eyaagelists made oae. 
Forty, (besides the sixteen hundred) 
We count yeares past since fiend was foundied. 
And this bissextile, that, sans pumps, 
1% and is calTd tite yeare ^uit jum*p0 
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THE SAME« TO THE SAME. 

I MUST call from between thy thighs 
Thy urine back Into thine eyes^ 
And make thee when my tale thou hear*8t 
Channell thy cheekes with launt reyer*8t> 
Thy landladie that made thee broth 
When dnigge made orifice to firoath^ 
That every fortnight ahifted sheet 
To keep thy nest, and bodie sweet ; 
That heard thee knock at peepe of day ' 
When boy snor'de that on paUat liay; 
Rose in her smock^ and gave thee counsell 
To lift thy foot for feare of groundsell^' 
Tliat often wamd thee of the quart 
And praid (in vain) to turn thy heart> 
This landladie in grave is pent 
Now shedd thy moysture, man of Kent : 
Two rings shee left^ for thee tone« to' ther 
Tor Andrea that does'csll thee brother. 
This dries thy tearesihat were a brewii^; 
Now li'st to newes of state ensuing, 
ludge Littleton is nuide lord keeper. 
And feeds on chick and pigeon peeper> 
The kings attoumey Sr John Bancks 

m 

Sucoeds him, but may spare his thankes. 
Herbert is thought the meetest man 
To fill the place of Baneks Sr John, 
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Loiidon*recorder thenoe doth jogge^ 
Iq Herberts roome to trudge, and fogg : 
And St Johns one that's sharp and wittle 
Is made winde-instrument o'th'dtty. 
Thus tis in towne> but in the camp 
There's one preferrd will make thee stamp. 
For Sr lohn Ber^l^^s seigeant xasdot 
To WUlmotti let it not bread jarre> 
Nor can the viscount whom lohn putts 
In trust, prevent it for his gutts. 
More shalt thou know when tis more fitt. 
When thou and I in tavern sitt| 
Till when, and ever, heaven thee send 
The wishes of thy constant freind. 



In street of Coleman from swanne ally 
Where while I stay in towne, I shall lye 
In house of Mistresse Street, relict 
Of Robert, whom for mate shee jnckt: 
And where, with e^es, and flounders frydc^ 
And tongve of neat that never lyed 
I fiUd my paunch, but when I.beLA, 
It utter*s language worse thui webh. 
Janus the moneth that holdes uBistxk, 
One, with a face be hinde his b'^k : 
Full sixteene hundred yeares wee score 
And fif de, (bateing six, and fowr) 
And this leape-yeare wee count. to bee, 
A yeare that com^*a but om^^m three, 

H 
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THB SAMS, TO THE SAME. 

I 

Tht wants wherewilh ^ou loog lutft tHg^d^ 

And been as sad •» Beiir that's liig*d^ 

Thou'lt laugh at> when tiion hear'st how odly 

Thy fellowes shift in town nngodty. 

Commodities we took on trugt. 

And promised tradesmen payment just. 

To be return'd ftaoL northern part. 

When treasure hence aniv'd en cart. 

And> but till now of late^ tiiey crep 

IVom stair to stair, withtreBibttngetqij 

So modest, that they blush'd to name. 

For what they to our chambers came. 

Impatient now, both young and oM, 

Assault my fort with knudkle bold. 

And as in bed perplex'd I Vm, 

I hear one say. The cart'a gone by* 

With that they all ottonpt my dore. 

With pulse more daiing then befofe^ 

And of their parcelis make Adinne 

Louder, then when42i^ drew aae in. 

Rouz*d with this rudenesse, fint, I chop 

Upon some foreman of the 6hop$ 

Take him by'th'hand aside, «id there 

I tell him wonders in his ear. 

So by degrees I send ^em jogging^ . 

Suppled with ale, 4UMt language «ilggiag« 
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But newes of this makes scrivener WU7> 

And eight Tth hundred Don look awry 

That we do stoop to suins as smaU, 

As children venture at eock-c^l. 

And lives we lead> (I cry heaven mercy) 

Worse then a troop that has the farrie. 

While man that keeps the ordinary^ 

Will not believe, nor landlord tarry. 

O happy captain^ ishat ioay'st hduze 

In quarter free, and uncheckt breuae 

On teeming hedge, when purse is light> 

Or on the wholsom sallat bite : 

While we have nought, when mony fails^ 

To bite upon, but our own nails 5 

And they so short with Often tewing> 

There's not much left to hold us chewing 5 

Or if there were, 'twould onely whet 

Stomack, for what it eonld not get^ 

And make more keen the appetite^ 

Like tyring-bitt £Mr Faulkner's kyte. 

To mend my commons, clad in jerkin. 

On Friday last I rode to Btrkin, 

Where lowring heav«ns ttith weleosR saiicat u* . . 

As when the fiends were sen^ for Fwstus; /f 

Such claps of thunder, and ijudh jain> 

That poets will not Mick to feign. 

The gods with too much nectar sped^ 

Their truckles drew, and piss'd a b«d> , ; 

And that they belsh'd fsom stoinackimMty 

Vapour, that m^ itlie «reaiOM)f gsiilyv . 

H3 
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Well, 'tis a sad condifelon, where 

A man must fast, or feed in fear. 

I lately thee fit)m north did cull. 

Now stay, or else bring wherewithal!, 

Unlesse thy credit hare prove better. 

Than does thy friend's, that wrote this letter. 

* 

Day tenth thrice told, the morning fair. 
The month still with a face to spar6. 



THE SAME, TO THE SAME. 

No sooner I from tapper rose. 
But letter come, thotigh not in prose. 
Which tells of fight,, and duell famous. 
Performed between a man and a monse. 
An English captun, and a Scot, 
The one disarmed, the other not. 
It speaks moreover of some stirring. 
To make a covenant new as Herring. 
Carr^ and Mountrosse^ and eke ArgUa 
Well was that nation 4«rm'd a boyl. 
In breach of England, that doth stick. 
And vex the body politick. 
But (whatsoe're be the pretence) 
Doubtlesse they strive about the pence $ 
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While Eogiisb trooper, like a gull^ 
Serves but to hold the cow to th'bull. 
Pray teU me^ Johny did it not nettle 
Thee, and thy myrmidons of mettle. 
To see the boy with country-lash. 
Drive on the jades that drew the cash ? 
And by thy needy quarters go. 
Asking the way to camp of fo ? 
So Tantalus with hungry maw. 
And thirsty gullet, daily saw 
Water and fruit swim by his chaps. 
While he in vain at either snaps. 
Or else as Phoebus^ when fuU frau^t. 
And tipled with his mornings draught. 
Reels like a drunken jackanapes. 
With bladder tight, o*re soyl that gapes: 
And afterwards in comer odd. 
Perhaps lesse thirsty, empties codd. 
So fares it with my friends, (god wot) 
Whom treasure skips t*enrich the Scot. 
Leave then that wretched climate, where 
Thy wants have rid thee like the mare; 
And haste to town, where thou shalt find 
Thy friend, l^t now hath newly din*d. 



Day twenty sbct, «nd when John sues. 
Facet about, the month obays. 



LS. 
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THE SAJtfS, TO THE SAME. 

Why how now frien4» wliy oom*8t not hUher } 

Hast thou not lea^e as light as feather } 

Here have I market a butt of sack 

Whose maiden-head shall welcome Joi^k, 

* Agamst which when drawer advanced pmkA, 

I suffered him not^ but did him let. 

And yet thou comm*st not) Why dost paufe^ 

And there continue, keeping dawes ) 

Does hostesse stay thy steed perfoieej 

For that which wfMi not fault of hprs^ ^ 

Thou haste command of more then oae| 

For I have seen at tail of J^hn, 

Full palfreys sixty in array, 

(I mean upon the miister-day) 

Or art thou entertikin'd to give 

Fhysick to one^ that else might .l|v#^ 

Some aged sir^ w^^ wtfe is h^t 

To change him for :f| c^kof J^^tiftk' 

Wdl, be it wli^t it y/SX, ^'^^ siWft^, 

There's something jn^t, i)^ ^^ f^'sti %sp^ 

Howe*re, let businesses wine, or friendship. 

Draw thee from out that northern endship. 

If none of those p^vpk^ tt^y fy|ni4d^ 

Take pitty on my riming 11^9^64 

That restlesse runs with numbers fierce, 

And*s troubled with a flux of verse. 



On tlttt cond^ioii l*k ralate> 

Once more to captain^ newes of stale : 

Judge Bartki sitting on bis stdl> 

In Wethttinster, mth*8 back to the wall^ 

Was there surpriz'd^ and grip'd by th'wrist 

By MaxmeU, mth his douter list; 

Who truss'd the judge, and bore him hot» 

To the sheriiTs house, but phim'd him not; 

For there he set him down i'th haU, 

And left him to them, robes and all. 

As when a ^u^ of eager hoimds. 

Hunting full cry along the grounds. 

Take o're some common moor, that's fraught 

With old cast jades, and good for nought : 

Who, conscious of their fates, do hale up 

Their thin short tails, and try to gallop. 

Get out o'th way for life and limme, 

Sach flearing they are come for him. 

So fer*d the judges, such fears wrung 'em. 

When Maxvoell spent his mouth among 'em. 

Then come away, man, places 8toop> 

Yti thou remaiost in imiime's poop. 

If thou wert set to ride Hie eireut^ 

In BartlefB loom, how thou woiildsi fiik it. 

The art is, to forget aoquuntanoe. 

And faveak a jest in giving s^itenoe. 

Which thou wilt learn, and then be quick 

With sherds, and thou hast the tviek. 

These lessons eon, aod keep in store; 

From S that hath an / before. 



IVoiii Bromdy, where I ^mess by ih* MUUDUte 

That tis the monetlk Birnamed Fiil^Dike 

Which govera's now, and I beleeve 

The day is Tom of Strtiffbrds eve> 

Full sixteen hundred yeam (I hold) 

And fifty (bating five twice told) 

Expired are since yeare of grace 

rth almanack first shewed his £sce : 

Or (which is nearer to our trade) 

Twelve score and two> since guns were made. 



THE GALLANTS OF THE TIMES. 

SUPPOSED TO BE MADE BY MR. WILLIAM MUKREY OP 
HIS MAJESTIES BRO-CHAMBER. 

* 

Comb hither the maddest of all the land> 

The Bear at the bti%e-foot this day must be baited 
GaUants flodk thither on evory hand 

Waggs nmntonly minded, & merry conceited 
Ther*s Wenta>orth, and WiUmM, and W^ofi. and One, 

If these are not mad boyB» who the devill^ would yoil 
have> 
To drink to ^t^^^tfrro^^ they all doe agi>ea 

And every one erys^ To mee^ boye, to mee I 
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A greal bnrgandine for fVill Murrains sake 

George Symonds^ he vows the first course to take : 
When Stradling a Grsedan dogg let fly^ 

Who took the bear by the nose hnmediatly; 
To see them so forward Hugh PoUard did smile 

Who had an old curr of Canary oyl> 
And held up his head that George Goring might see^ 

Who then cryed aloud> To mee, boys to mee ! 

Tis pleasure to drink among these men 

For they have witt mid valour good store. 
They all can handle a sword and a pen 

Can court a lady and tickle a whore. 
And in the middle of aU their wine. 

Discourse of Plato, and Arretine. 
And when the health coms fall-down on their knees. 

And hee that wants, cry, to me boys to mee 

ComvoaUais was set in ftn upper room 

With halfe a duzzen SQial witts of his size: 
He sent twice or thrice to have him come down. 
But they would admiit him in no manner wise 
Though, in a full bowle of Rhenish he swear, 

Hee*d never tell more, when woemen were there. 
But they all cry*d alou'd his tongue is too free 
He is not company for such as wee. 
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THE AMSWERa 

Thouoh Marray be> imdaobledlie^ 

His Gountrey's cheifest wit j 
And none but those converse with him 

Are hdd compamons fitt : 
Yett I do know som HoUnnd blades 

Shall vie witth him for itj hey downe^ ho dopme 
Hay downe downe derry dery downe ! 

Thinke not all praises dae« 
For some that buff do weare 

Can whore and rore and sweare 
And drink and talke and fight as wdJl as you. 

Your Wentworth and your fVeHon 

Your Stradling and your Tred, 
I know they are as joviall boys 

As ever taveme bred 
And can somtimes like souldiers live 

A weeke without a bedd» hey doune &c. 

George Generall of Guenifideds 

He is a joviall lad$ 
Though his heart and fortunes disagree 

Oft times to make him sad : 
Yet give him but a flout or two 

And strait youl swear hees mad : hey downe> &e. 



There's Sydenham CrqfU and KelUgrea) 

Must not be lefl bi^nd 
And that old smooth-fac*d epicure 

They call him Harry Wimd 
For if you do discourse with him 

Such company youl iittde : hey dowiie> &c. 

There's little Geqfrey Peeiers, 

As good as any of those 
If hee'd leave his preventii3^ way 

Of abusing his great nose 
Hee*s witt and poett good enough 

That hee can pawne his doatbes : hey dcvmie, &c 

I 

There is a joviall parson 

Who to these men doth preach : 
On the week days he does learn of them* 

And on Sundays does tbem teagh. 
Of books and of good company 

Hee takes his share of eada^j hey down ho dowii> 
Hey down down dery d^ry dow^ ! 

Thinke not all praysea due 
For if he did not weare 

A gowne hee*d roare and sweave 
And drink and talke and fight as well as you. 
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THE BURSSE OF BEFOBMATION. 

Wb wil go no more to the Old Exchange 

Theres no good ware at all : 
Their bodkins and their thimbles too 

Went long since to Guild-hall. 
But we will to the new Exchange 
Where all things are in feshion 
And we wiU have it hence forth caU*d 
The Burse of reformation. 

Come lads and ksses^ what do you lack 

Here is weare of all priases 
Here*s long & shorty heres wide & straight; 
Here are things of all sizes. 

Madam^ you may fitt your selfo 

With all sorts of good pinns> 
Sirs^ here is jett and here is hayre^ 

Gold and cornelian rings^ 
Here is an english conny fuir, 

Rushia hath no such 'stuff. 
Which for to keep your fingers warme^ 

Excells your sables mufie. 
come ladds, &c. 

Pray you Madam sitt, ile shew good ware 

For crowding nere fear that. 
Against a stall or on a stool 

Youl nere hurt a crevatt. 



Heers childrens bawblee and mens too> 

To play with fof delight. 
Heer's round-heads when turn'd every way 

At length will stand upright. 
Come ladds> &c. 

Heer*s dice^ and boxes if you please 

To play at in and inn^ 
Heers homes for brows^ & browes for homes. 

Which never will be seen« 
Heer is a sett of kettle pinns 

With bowle at them to rowle : 
And if you like such trundling sport 

Here is my ladyes hole. 
Come ladds, &c. 

Heer's shaddow ribbon'd of all sorts. 

As various as your mind> 
And heer*s a wind-mill like your selfb 

Win tume vrith every wind. 
And heer's a church of the same stuff 

Cutt out in the new feishion. 
Hard hfs a priest stands tmce a day 

Win serve your congregation. 
Come ladds, &c. . 

Heer are som presbjrterian things, 

Falne lately out of fashion. 
Because we hear that Prester John 

Doth circumciase his nation. I 
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And heer are independant knacks, 
Rai8*d with his spirits husaor. 

And heer'a chfiap ware was sequestued^ 
For a malignant. tumor. 
Come ladds> &c. 

Heer patches are of erery cut. 

For pimples and for scarrs. 
Here's idl the wandring phtnetl signes. 

And som oth' fixed Starrs^ 
Already gum*d to make ihem sticky 

They need no other aky. 
Nor Starrs for Lilly for to vew 

To tell your fortunes hy^ 
Come ladds^ &c. 

'to eject powder ki yo«f hayre. 

Here is a pritty puff f 
Would for cHster case serre too. 

Were it fil*d with mieh stulie. 
Madam, here afe pistat^ie mtls. 

Strengthening oringo' roots; 
And heer's a preserv*d apfioodc 

With the stones pendant too't. 
Com lads^ &c. 

Here are perriwi^s wiU fitt all hayret. 
False beards for a disguise; 

I can help lasses which are bare 
In all parts, as their diighsL 
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If you*l engage wtXk, here you any 

Take up fine Iio]luid:abiock8. 
We have all thii^ that nvomen want 

Except Italian locks. 

CDme ladds, &c. 

Here aie hot boyes have baek» Jik^ buHa, 

At first sight .can leap lasses ; 
And bearded ladds hold out like goats: 

And here are some-like tisses. 
Here are gallants can out-do 

Your usher or your page; 
You need not go to Ludgate more 

Till tiufeesoore yeares 4>f age. 
Come ladds^ kc. 

Madam, here is a Politicas 

Was PragmaticuB of late> 
And here is an Bkhtichus 

That fiillades doUi prate : 
Here is the Intelligencer too» 

See how -bout him the^ tbrongi 
Whilst MeiaachoUicus a lone 

Walks here to make this song. 
. Com ladds^. &c 

Then lett^s no more tp the QldRxfhange 

There's no good ware at «11^ / 
Their bodkins^ and thdr tlihnbles too. 

Went long since to GuikUJHlaiL 
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But we win to the New Ekchaoge 
Where all things are in fashion^ 
And we will^have it heioeforth caU'd, 
The Burse of Reformation. 

Come ladds^ and laases^ what do you lack 1 

Here is ware of all prizes^ 
Here's long and shnrt, here's wide and straight, 
here are things of all sizes. 



THE ANSWER. 

Wb will go no more to the New Ezchange 

Their credit's like to fall. 
Their money and their loyalty 
Is gone to Goldsmiths Hall. 
But we will keep our Old ExchangOj 

Where wealth is still in fashion^ 
Gold chaines and ruffes shalt beare the bell. 
For all your reformation. 
Look on olUr walls and pOlarB too 

You*l find us much the sounder: 
Sir Thomas Gresham stands upright 
But Crook-back was your founder. 

There you haVe poynts and pinns and rings^ 

With such like toyes as those. 
There patches gloves and ribons gay. 

And O our money gO€!0> 
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But when a fammily is siindi:^ 

And titles are a fading. 
Some merchairt's danglifter setts you up^ 

Thus great ones liyes by trading. 

Look> ike. 

Maike the nobility tbrcmgbout^ 

Modeme and antient too» 
You*l see what power the citty had 

And how much it could do. 
Not many houses youl observe 

Of honour true or seeming^ 
But have received from the Burse 

Creation or redeeming. 

Look^ &c. 

Our wonted meetings are at twdve. 

Which all the world approves. 
But you keep off till caiidle-time> 

To make your secret loves.' 
Then you come flocking in a maine 

Like birds of the same faatber; 
Or beasts repayring to.the aike 

Undeane and deane together. 

Look, &c. 

Wee strike a bargaine on the Sxchange, 
But make it good else where. 

And your procedings are alilEe 
Though not so good I fear. 
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For your oommoditUB an aavght. 

How ever you may priie them. 
Then comers and daike boles are sought. 

The better to disguize than, 

Looke, &c. 

We walke ore odlan richfy filled. 

With spices of each kind. 
You have a tayeme underneath. 

And so you'r undennln'd. 
If such a building king endure 

All sober men may wonder. 
When g^ddy and light heads ptevaile, . 

Both aboTe ground and under. 

Look,, kt. 

Wee have an office, to ensure 

Our shipps and goods at sto : 
No tempest, rocl^^i or pyrat, cka. 

Deprive us of that |riea* 
But if your ladies spring a kake 

Or boarded b^aiid taken; 
Who shall secure yourci^tidl 

And save your heads from aking ! 

Look, &c. 

Then we^*l go no ttorfe to the new EKchange 

Their credit's like to Mk, 
Their money and their loyalty. 

Is gone to Gold-smitha haU. 



But wee will keep, qjEtf <dd esdMage^ 

Where wealth is stiU in £90^011^ 
Gold chaines and rufis shall bear th6 bail^ 
For all your reforauition. 

Look on our walls and piUars too^ 

Youl finde us much the sounder: 
Sir Thomas Gresham stmids updghtj 
But Crook-back, was your finltidw. 



ON S. W^ S, AND, L. P* 

Shbe that admires her servaat*s faoe^ 

His stature^ limbs> cur haire> 
Does not conceive the moderne waies 
Of ladies^ wise and faire* 

Hee s but shorty 

Care not for*t^ 
There be tail ones enough^ 

Though his head ... 

Bee all redd^ . 
Let his coyne bee so too» 

What though his nose tum(» in and opt 

With passage wide apd l^ige^ 
Not much unlike a rainy spout^ 
His humors to discharge^ 
Though his back^ 
Weareapack 

i2 
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Tib a toy Bmobg friendi, 

Sobyhodk^ 

Or by opookj ' 

We may compasae our ends. 

'Tis not your witt nor language diarme. 

That taikts a faiudl eare 
A paiie of pendants worth a farme 
Are held more weloom there. 

You abuse 

Your poor muacj 
When you write us fine fancies -, 

For no lore 

CakkimpHive 
Without suppers or daunces. 

God dam-mee is a good conceit^ 

If they who swesire present us; 
For that's your only takings baite 
Words nere cati circumvent us. 
There belongs 
More then songs 
To a necklace or ^wn. 
When your plays 
And essays 
May be had fet a ertwn. 
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THE TYTR£-TUBS> OR A MOCK-SONGB 

To the Tune of Ghttw-CAoK. 
BT MR 6E0R6B CHAMBBRS* 

Two madcaps were oommited late. 

For treason, as some say; 
It was the wisdom of the state> 

Admire it all you may. 
Brave Andrew Windsor was the prince 

George Chambers favorite. 
These two bred jthis unknowne oflence 

I wo'd they had bine b e  

« 

They call themselves the Tytere-toes 

And wore a blew rib b in. 
And when a drie, would not refuse. 

To drink O fearefnU sinn ! 

The CounceU, which is thought most wise. 

Did sett so long upon*t. 
That they grew wearie, and did rise. 

And could make nothing on*t. 

But still, the common people cri*d. 

This must not be forgot ; 
Some had fbr smaller matters di'd 

They'd donr-«— wee know not what : 



192 Mit McKtec^ 

Hang'd^ drawne, and quartcr'd, must they be. 

So law doth sett it downe> 
It's punishment for papbtrie 

That are of high renowne. 

My Lord of Canterburie*s grace 

This treason brought to light 
El's had it bin a pitious case 

But that his power and might 
Had queld their pride whidb sweU'd to hi^; 

For which the dnld ungot 
May with him live e*ne till hee die 

As silie sheepe that rott. 

Let Papist Irowne what need wee care 

Hee lives above 4hdr reach: 
And will his silver mitre weare 

Though now forgot to preach. 
If hee were but behind mee aow> 

And should this ballad heare 5 
Sure he*d revenge with bended bow 

And I die like a Deere. 



A NORTHERN BALLET. 

There dwelt a man in fiure We&tmerlani 
lonne Armestrong men did lum call. 
He had nither lands nor rents <9oiiiing in. 
Yet he kept «ight scose men in his halL 
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He had Ikme aad luurness for them all^ 
Goodly steeds were all milke white> 

the golden bands an about their necks ; 
And their weapons th^ were all alike. 

Newes then was brought unto the icings 
That there was sicke a won as hte^ 
That lived syke a bold out-law 
And robbed all the north country. 

The king he writt an a ktter then 
A letter which was large and long. 
He signed it with his owne hand^ 
And he promised to doe him no wiongi 

When this letter came lonne ufitill. 

His heart it was as blythe as birds on the tn%, 

Never was I sent for before any king 

My fiather, my grand£Kther> nor none but mee« 

And if wee goe the king before, 

1 would we went most orderly. 

Every man of you shall have his searkt doak 
Laoed with silver laces three. 

Bvery won of you shall have his velvett coat 
I/aced with sillver lace so white, 
O the golden bands an about your aedc^a 
Blad( hatts^ white feathers, aU afyke. 
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By the marttm morninge at ten of the dotk 
Towards Edenlfurough gon was hee 
And with him all his eight score men. 
Good lord it was ^ goodly sight for to iec;^ 

When lonne came befower the king 
He fell downe on his knee> 
O pardon my soTeraine leige, he said 
O pardon my eight score men and mee» 

Thou shalt have no pardon^ thou traytor strong 
For thy eight score men nor thee 
For to morrow morning by ten dl the dock. 
Both thou and them shall hang on the gallow tree. 

But lonne looke*d over his left shoulder 
Good Lord what a grevious look looked hee; 
Saying asking grace of a gracdes face. 
Why there is none for you nor me* 

But lonne had a bright sword by his side. 
And it was made of the mettle so f ree> 
That had not the king stept his foot aside 
He had smitten his head from his feiire bodd^ 

Saying, figfat on my merry men all> 

And see that none of you be taine. 

For rather then men shall say we were hiUi^*d 

Let them report how we were slaih^s. 
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Then god wott faii« Eddenburrough rose 
And so besett poore Jmtne rounde 
That fo^erscore and tenn of lonnes best men 
Lay gasping all upon the ground. 

Then like a mad man lonne laide about^ 
And like a mad man then fought hee> 
UntiU a falce Scot came lanne behiiide> 
And runn him through the faire boddee> 

Sayings Fight on my merry men all. 
And see that none of you be taine. 
For I will stand by and bleed but a while> 
And then will I come and fight againe. 

Newes then was brought to young lonne Artnsstramg, 

As he stood by his nturses knee^ 

Who vowed if er*e he live*d for tohe a man, 

Oth* the treacherous Soots revenged hee*d be. 



BY MR. RICHARD BARNSLAY. 

Fame told mee, Lady, your fayr hands would make 

A willow garland for me 5 O forsake 

That dismall office^ it do's not agree 

With those sweet looks^ that fair ietspect in thee. 

Fayrest of women> canst thou bee my friend ? 

And with thine owne hand hasten on my end } 
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If I must loose thee^ kt mee loose tiiee fo 
As not to bee my utter overthrow. 

Time lessons sorrow^ we endure our crosses^ 
And happier fortunes may redeem our losses^ 
But if I wear one branch of that sad tree^ 
I shall remember it eternally. 
What prize I lost; and then in some sad grove 
Of discontent, where fearfdll ghosts doe rore 
Of the forsaken lovers, there lie bee 
And only they shall keep mee company. 
UntUl these eyes, in some unpoUish'd cave 
Running like fountaines, weare mee forth a grave. 
And then I*le dye, yet first I will curse thee 
Damned, unlucky, fmitlesse willow*tree 
Still mayest thou withered stand, mayst nev'r bee seen 
Clad in sweet summers pride, may'st nev*r grow greene ; 
May every bryer, and every bramble bee. 
Like a full cedar, or4iuge oake to thee : 
And when some cankerd axe shall hewe thee down. 
Come never neerer citty, house or towne. 
But bee thou bumd, yet never mayst thou bee 
A Christmas block for joviall company. 
But bee thou placed neare some ugly ditch 
To bume some murderer, or damned witch. 

Cast away willow. Lady, then, and choose. 
Dog-tree, or hemlock, or the mornfuU yewes 
Tome from some church-yard side, the cursed thome 
Or else the weed, which still before it's borne 
Nine times the devHl sees 5 if you command 
He weare them all, oompos*d by your fayre hand 
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and ifU^totu 1 s7 

So that yotil grant mee^ that I may goe free ' 
From the sad branches of the willowe tree. 
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AD JOHANNUELEM LEPOREM, 
LEPIDISSIMUM, CARM£N HEBOICUM. 

I SING the fttrioufi battails of the Sphflne9 
Acted in eight and twenty fieithom deep. 
And from that (a) time, reckon so many yeares 
Youl find (b) Endimion fell fast asleep. 

(a) There 'beg&|i the Vtopian accoiopt of yean^ Mor: lib, I. ckc^ 

(h) Endmion was a handsome youDg Welshioan, whom one Luce 
Moone lov'd for his sweet breath; and woold never hang off his lips : 
but he not caring for her, eatabnndance of toasted cheese, purposely 
to make his breath unsaTory ; upon which, she left him pfeseotlyt 
and ever since 'tis proverbially spoken [ps inconstant as Luce Hfemf,'} 
The Vatican coppy of Hesiod, reades her name, MsAun, but contmct- 
edly it is Moone. Hemd. ltd. 4. torn, 3. 

And now assist me O ye (c) Musiques nine 
That tell the pAs in order as they fight, 
And thou dread (^0 Atlas with thine eyes so fine. 
Smile on me now that first begin to write. 

(c) For all the orbet make musick in their motion, Beretm it 
^fk^a. Ub, 3. 

(d) Jilat was a porter in MaurUania, and because by reaaoo of hia 
■tffftth, be bore bnrtheos of stupendioBS weight, the poets fain'd 
that he carried the heavens on his shoulders. Cktro. de not. Vmmm' 
lib. 7. 
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(e) Poimfey tibat once was titter of Nein-Inne, 
And fought with (J^ Camnm th' {g)^nutihum f^nes. 
First with his dreadfuU (^) Myrmidons came in 
And let them blood in the hepatick veines. 

(e) There were two others of thene names, aldermen of Rome, 
TU. litt. hitt. lib. S8. 

(f) JEmaUua, is a very fiure common in Ncrihamptmukkre, Stnbo. 
Ub, 381. 

(g) ThcM Mymidmu were Conukmemp and sent bj BUduJ, 
■ometiniet king of this reabne, to ayd Pompejf. Cmot de bdh* cmM. 
lib. 14. 

But then an Antelope in sable blew. 
Clad like the (A) Prince of Aurange in hb cloke. 
Studded with satyres, on his army drew. 
And presently (t) Pheanders army broke. 

(K) It seemes not to be meant by Count Henry, bat his brother 
Momrkef by comparing his pictore to the thing here spoken of. 
Jmuen, de prwd, Ub. 32. 

(t) Pkemder was so modest, tiiat he was called the Maiden Kni^; 
and yet so valiant, that a French cavaleer wrote his life, and caOed 
his book, Pheander the Mmden Knight. Hon, ^Vtfee. torn, 45. 

(k) Philip, for haixiiness simamed Clmb, 
In beauty equall to fork-bearing (/) Bacchus, 

(ib) Tins seemes not to be that king, that was son of iimtnta^ and 
king oSMocedm; but one who it seems was Teiy lascinooB : lor I 
suspect there is some obscaene conceit in that word club in tin tiuid 
▼ene fiiUowiiig ; besides, marke his violence. 

(t) Baednut was a drunken yeoman of tiie guard to Qoeen ffjiia 
heth, and a great archer; so that it seemes tlie anthoor mislonkf his 
balbert, for a Ibrke. 
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Made gudi a thrust at (m) Phoebe, wi^ his dub« 
That made the (n) Parthians cry, she vnSl becack us. 

(m) This was Long-Megg of Wetimmster, who after this conflict 
-with PhUHp, followed him m &A his warres. Jjuthdm. Ub, 35. 

(fi) These were Lanctuikir&'men, and sent by King Gorbadttg (for 
this war aeemes to have been in the time of the A^pCorcfty in Argtoui) 
to the aide of Ctetor. Ceeit/r,l&,citaLprapeJin€m* 

Which heard^ the Delpkick Oracle drew nigh, 
To T¥ipe faire Phoebe, if ought were amissj 
But (o) Heliotrope, a little crafty spye^ 
Cry'd clouts were needless^ for she did but piss. 

(o) And therefore, the herb into which he was turned, was called 
Turnsole. Ovid. Metam. Ub. 25. 

A subtle gloworme lying in a hedge 
And heard the story of sweet cheek*t (p) AppoUOf 
8natch*d from bright {q) Styropes his antick sledge 
And to the buttered flownders cry'd out, (r) Holla. 

(jp) AppoUo, was C«esart page* and a MmMmatapan by birth, wliose 
name by inversiDn was OUdpa* which in the old language of that 
coontry, agmfies as mnch as faire yonth : but, Euphomee Gratia, 
caUed JpMo, Gor. Bee. Ub. 46. 

(9) Styropes, was a lame smiths-man dwelling in S. Johm-street ; 
bnt how he was called Bright, I know not, except it were by reason 
of t|ie luster of his eyes. 

(r) Hoih, uBstBiken for ApoUo. 

Holla you pamper d jades, quoth he, look here. 
And mounting straight upon a lobsters thigh 
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An EfigUsh man inflam'd with (<) double beere^ 
Swore iieT*r to (t) drink to man^ a woman by. 



(s) Cervina (apud Medkei, vtnum hardeaceum) pohu eit Jingi» 
hmge dmrmhnui ; Imentvm Ferraitif Loiiduieiisis» Ciii nomtm Stomgg^* 
P»hfder, Vkpl, de Invent, remm. Ub, 8. 

(0 ^^Ff» Gmurn^, ofiti^ttf takbOHt, itatit ttmporibui, adire Bar 
tmgttMhiuM ; uU, fU more, Juffunmimm § elenn e fi^eHUAegUf. de nam 
tiro propbumdo, prtttente muUere : Hie Mot, jamdudum apud AngloSt 
pene mm legit oUtnuit; qu^tpe gent Hht hnge hunumissitna morem. 
ittum, in hodiefiiuin usque diem, magna Curiotitate, pari Comitate 
confuncta, lourpant. Panchrol, utriusque in^ter^, Ub. 6. cap. 5, 

By this time grew the conflict to be {u) hct, 
Boots against boots 'gainst (a;) sandals^ sandals^ fly. 
Many poor thirsty men went to the pot^ 
Feathers lopt oS, spurrs every where did lie. 

CcBtera desiderantur, 

(«) ItMem«i this wum gnat btttail^ both by the fiuiB of it> lb 
the ajdw of each tide; but hereof read moret 2d Corwk Tacit* lib, de 
marUmt German, 

(x) This u in imitation of Liiean~'~^ 

* . g fcaii g%iia,^]>ito*^-->»?. 
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BAGNALL'S BALLET, 

SUPPLIED OF WHAT WAS LBFT OUT IN HVSAftUM 

DBLICIA. 

A BALLBT, a ballet ! let ey^ery poet> 

A ballett make with speed : 
And he that has wit, now let him shew it; - 

For never was greater need : 
And I that never made ballett before ^ 
Will make one now, though I nerer make more. 
Oh itjomeni monstrgtu tootnenf 
What do you meane to doe I 

It is their pride and strange attire. 

Which bindane to this taske^ 
Which king, and court, did mtich admire. 

At the last Chrisl^nas maskti. 
But by your entertainm^it then. 
You should have smai cause to comk there ag^. 
Oh wmen, dfc. 

You cannot bee contented to go. 

As did the women ^ old$ 
But you are aU for pride imd Show, 

As they were for weather and cold, 

women f toomen I fie, fie^ fie, 

1 wonder you we not ashamed* 

OiwrneUfSfc, 
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Where is the decency becom^ 

Which your fore-mothers had ? 
With gowns of cloth, and capps of thrum. 

They went full meanly cladd. 
But you must jett it in sUkes and gold; 
Your pride, though in winter, is never a cold. 
O wmeHf Sfc, 

Your foces tricked and painted bee. 

Your breasts all open bare : 
So farr that. a man may almost see 

Unto your lady ^ware : 
And in the church, to tell you true. 
Men cannot serve God for looking on you. 
O tvomenf Sfc. 

And at the devUla fihc^yps you buy, 

A dresse of powdered hayre. 
On which your i&ojii&& flaunt and fly. 

But rde wish you have a CMt» 
Lest Lueito'a.selfe who is not prouder 
Do one day dresse up your haire with a powder. 
O tvamenf Sfc* 

And many there are of those that go 

Attyr'd from head to heele. 
That them f D6m men you cannot know 

Unlesse you do them feele. 
But oh for shame though they have none, 
Tis better belieye, and let them alone, 
O toamen, &g. 
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Both round and short they cut' their hayre 

Whose length should. women grace^ 
Loose like themselv^, their hatts they weare. 

And when they come in place^ 
Where courtshipp and complements must bee^ 
They do it like men;With cappe and knee. 
O xvameTif &c« 

They at their sides against our laws^ 

With little punyards go. 
Which surely is, (I thinke) because. 

They love mens weapons so ) 
Or else it is theyle stobb all men. 
That do refuse to stabb them agen. 
' O ivomeny &c. 

Doublets like to men they weare, . 

As if they ment to flout us. 
Trust round with poynts and ribbons hyte. 

But I pray letts look about us $ 
For since the doublett so well dotb fitt *um. 
They wiU have the breeches } and if they can get 'um. 
O xjoomen, &c. 

Nor do they care what a wise man saith. 

Or preachers in their defame. 
But jeer and hold him an assej but I -faith 

They'd blush if they had any shame : 
For citty and countrey do both deride *um 
And our king, God blesse him, cannot abide 'um. 
O Hwmenf &c. 

K 



And whm tlfe iottik tro «t Hkut iDo«at> 

Before the king to be "iAnrnttt, 
They got upon oektB to see tbe sport. 

But soon they were pidlM down; 
And many were tlmist out drdoi«s> 
Thdr coftfs w^ eildgd*d, & they cal^d whxMre^. 

O king, rdligious king, 
God iove thy majestie. 

And so with prayers to God on higli. 

To grant his h%hnesse peace. 
Wee hope we shall finde remedie 

To make this misehiefe cetae : 
Since he in court has tane so good order. 
The citty leave to the Maior and Reeorder, 

O king, rdligious king, 
God Uesse thy majestie. 

And women an whom ^is conceims. 

Though you offtoded bee ; 
And now in Ibide'tod tayHng teanns 

!Do swagger and feocftd at mee 5 
I tell you, if you mend not your w«ies 
The deril will fetch you all, one of these days, 

O wmitn moHittoUs wofndn ! 
What do you mean to dot 
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MR. SMITH, TO SIR JOHN MENNIS, 

UPON THB ftUaSMOfff 07 COKWAT CA8TLB> BT THB 

An, By. 

And how ? and how ? ha^t thou cry'd qf^tt^ppe 
With Mouniaine, Bishop^ and hia Bnt^in^ 
Who after all his changes^ had 
Yet one trick more> to make John mad } 
Hadet thou^ for this^cluo^ of the k^jfes 
Old as the castle ? and the payes 
Of men mihome > that never took 
A name^ hut from thy muster-hook ? 
Hast thou heen honoured with the knee 
Of the time-aged-porter ^ Hee 
Who after reverenqe^ hi^phly sate 
Below the salt^ ^^ mujObph'^ hi? ^prat. 
And after all this to be vex't 
Past sufferance^ hy a jmf^ o*th' text ! 
Well ! now thou*rt qome. i^ sjjght of tenuis. 
Hast thou co]^{|p(i^^ for thy jco^les 
And swallowed £^lj^ in Iji^ope to th^ve^ 
The covenant^ and patjii neg^tiye 
With hand lift up, Iji^e tif9^ f ^^ ^ 
Indicted for less Qri];Bes ftt l^arre ? 
Beleeve me^ friend, it is ^ burden 
Worse then a dpse-stoole with .a turd in. 
Yet if firom Brittish rocks th' hast brought 
A heard of goats, or runts, or ought 

k2 
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That country yeilds } flannel^ camoggiiu. 
Store of metheglm in thy waggons ; 
Less needst thou dwindle to appeare man 
At GoUsmths^Hali before the chaire-man : 
Or if th'ast plundered pedlars-pack 
And truss'd it on thy knightly back^ 
Rich in box-whistles^ combs in cases^ 
Tape white and blue^ points^ inkle, laces, 
'T may satisfye those hungry kings 3 
Theyl hang thee else in thine own strings. 

And now I call to mind the tale. 
How mounted in thy nights of ale 
Thou rod*6t home dudy to thy den 
On back of resty cittizen. 
Still pressing as the cattle grew 
Weary, at every stage, a new : 
Some thorough-pac'd, and sure of foot 
Some tripping, with string-halt to boot. 
Now 'tis their time, and thou art ore- 
Ridden by them, thou roadst before. 
So have I sem the flyes in summer, 
Ydlow as was the neighbouring scummer. 
With shambling thighs, each other back 
By turns, and traverse o're the rack. 
Ah ! worthy friend, it makes me mad 
To count the dayes, that we have had ; 
When we might freely meet and drink 
And each man speak what he did think. 
Now every step we doubt, and word 
As men to passe some unknown forM. 
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As patridges devide their way 
When stoop'd at by the birds of pvey^ 
And dare not from their coverts peep 
Tin nighfs come on> and all's asleep. 
Then from their severall brakes they hast^ 
And call together to repast. 
So frighted by these buzzards, flye 
Our scatter^ Mends, and sculking lye 
Till cover*d in the night, they chant 
And call each other to tlte faant. 

Some trusty taverne, where in bowles 
They drown their, feares, & chirp poore souli. 
What sad plight are we in ? what pickks } 
That we must drink in conventicles } 
Search all the centuries, there's none 
Like this felL persecution^ 
But when time sorts, do but but command> 
At noon He meet thee^ heeie's my hand. 

/. 5. 
Dated, 
From house of knightj in Nywptofn^Regu^ 
Where one drinks> and another pledges, 
I meane at meales, the day is Jack, 
The 15 of the month that's black. 
Forty eight yeares, and sixteen hundred 
Since that of grace, away are squandred. 
And since Parliament begon 
(I hope you*l not forget that John) 
Nothing remaines, but that I say. 
Good morrow; that's the time o'th day. 



AN ANSWHt TO A LBTTBR IKOM 
SIL JOHN MENNIS, 

WHBRBIN HE JE^RES BIM FOR FALLING SO aUICKLT 
t6 the use of the DIRECTORT. 

Friend^ thou dost lub me with a Bisarf, 
A laag one too, tof Dineclory; 
When thou alone descflrves llie birch 
That broughtst the bondage oi thfe ehkiicli. 
Didst thou not treat for Br$$Un» dtty 
And yeid it up ? the mere's ihe fritty. 
And saw'st HrhIl not, kbw right or wrdiig 
The common prayer-^NAik ^iv^nt 'abmg ? 
Didst thou not scowne, as if InchantlNb 
For articles Sir Thomas granted, 
And^barter, 'aa an aotiior ^sAiAh, 
The articles o^th' Chrigtian Mth? 
And now the iKrectory jostles 
Christ out o*th* church, and his apostles ; 
And tears down the ctnamnion-rltyles 
That men ma^tlAdeit on their tajto. 
Imagine freind, Bodkus the Idbig, 
Engraven on Sylla's signet ring. 
Delivering up iiito Ms hands 
Fugurth, and wifh Mm tJl hilS lailds. 
Whom Sylla tooke and seiit to ^kim^ 
There to abide the senate's doome. 
In the same posture, I isuppdse, 
JoAii standing iii*8 doUblift ttnfl hose. 
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DeUvering up^ amidst the thxong. 

The common-prayer and wisedom'is song 

To hands of Fqdrfax to he sei^t 

A sacrifice to the Parliament : 

Thou litle thonghta^ whfit gpeare hegao 

Wrap*t in that treaty^ Bum^ John, 

There lurk'd the fire^ tlu^ ^um'4 to cinder 

The church 3 her proamcaitg tq tindjea*. 

There bound up in th^t tf(^j \y^ 

The fate of all oyr C}m9ti|ii|s pye». 

Our holy-dayes the^ W^\ tf^ W7%ck 

Our wakes wex» }a^i mp9^ tt^eiir \^^ | 

Oar gossips spoones away ijfiere liirf:fo'4 

Our feasts and fees for woem^ (^i||ch'4i 

All this and more 9sqibe we gii^^ 

To thee at Bristoui, .iffretchie^^l^nigbt^ 

Yet thou upbraidsf ^ f^ V^Ut ^ W^ 

On me^ for that^ which yr^ thy cijff^f 

So firoward children ^ il^ »w^. 

Amid* their sports some shrejor^ itu^ie ^x^ 

The firalty youth begins (ip prf^lte^ 

And layes it on his hayigjiRype jos;^, 

•\ 
Dated 

From Nifn^on whe^e t\^ cyder smiles 
And lames Ym horse .as lame fus G^le$ 
The fourth of May ; 1^ , dost tho\i |he^i 
'Tis as I take it^ the,eigh^ y^a^ 
Since PortugaU by Puke Braganza 
Was cut from Spaine without a haiid*saw. 

/. S. 
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MR. SMITHS TAKING A PURGE. 

In mome when Phcehui peep*t through creris. 

Bold as our Brittish Cruy or Beoit 

I powder took> and by his beams 

Befreinded^ made a draught for Jeamet, 

Long had it not in slomack been 

But from each part^ came powdring in 

Of uncouth gear such {m^nant store 

That gtttt 'gan grumble^ node mnne ore. 

Have yee beheld ^th eager haste 

The trewant dtts when scene is past^ 

(As if they meant their ribs to burst 

While each beares up to get out first) 

Cloy up the doore^ tiU passage small 

Into one body rammes 'em all. 

And then in steed of men and witt 

Deliyers up a lumpe of citt. 

With no lesse furie in a throng 

Away these tachie humors flung^ 

And downwards in a rage they drew 

To ramble, and bid nock adieu : 

But when they came to portall nastie 

Bumme was so straite, and they so hastie. 

That many a worthy pellett must 

Into one booming shott bee thrust. 

At rumbling noyse the mastive growles 

The frighted mice forsake their holes, . 



And souldiers to my window come 

Inrited thither by my drum^ 

Tire*d with this hideous ooyle behinde 

Nocke layd a bout him hard for winde> 

He^ chaf *d^ and fom*d^ as buck embo'st^ 

And painted like a toad that's tost. 

At length he gaind a Mtle tyme. 

And deard his oigan from the slime; 

Pale was his look^ (for to be blunt). 

Arse could not sett a good face on*t. ' 

But yet hee strove with -visage wan 

To vent himselfe 3 and thus began. 

Oh dismall dose ! oh cursed geere ! 

Will aU thy body runne out here ? 

WiU vaynes^ and sinnews, flesh, and bone 

Be gadding, and leave nock alone ? 

Is it decreed, oh crewdl fetes ! 

So Mifidus at her citty gates 

As was suspected there about 

Some time or other might runne out, 

A divell sure bak*t> and stale 

Was grated in my posset-ale. 

Or dse 'twas powder of the bones 

Of some foote souldier dead for the nonce. 

Per all the way he travailes north 

Through stomack, belly, and so forth. 

Some what he seizes in each towne. 

And take's it with him as his owne ; 

Well, what so ere thoii wer't, be sure 

Thy vengeance 'lie no more indure. 
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Nor shall the head or atomack put 

More then is fitting into gutt* 

Why could not nostrdls^ eyes, or eare^ 

By milde expenoes vent you there } 

Or vomitt, by a neerer way« 

Dischaige what in the stomak lay ? 

Or i*st not justice they that paa'd 

The pleasure^ shovU the Utt^ tftste? 

Can you accuse mee ? ever cane 

Ought in by me did body hlaii9# ) 

Unlesse your keeping ope my doom 

Drew wind, to make the ftbiiidc PfW^i 

I was contented onqe » day 

While you were temperate, to obay» 

But he is cur'st Ihat's f(9ve'it to alaiid 

All the day long with hoae in band. 

Nor was the spincter muscle put 

At every tume to ope and aliat^ 

But there to stand, and noliee iak/9 

Who pass*d, and wjben. and finr wkfm ^tHkf* 

Therefore bee wam*d keepe hftitfr dj9t 

That all of us may live at ^ulett* 

Or ile stopp up the abuse'd oaopie 

And send up fuvies waU wake y w ffVfHVe 

And you (as Mayerne doth) tb^ say 

Divert the vent another way^ 

Then spight of phyuck, in a vond^ 

lie make your palate tapt a tomdi 

And when you belch Fie tm»p t^ sejit 

To perfect smdl of Amdament 
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THE MILLER AND THE KING'S DAUGHTER^ 

BT MR. SMITH. 

There were two sistere they went a fAkyitig, 
With a hie doxvne, dcnvne, a doume-a* 

To see their £ath«^ ships coilie sayljug in 
With a hy dottme, dotonCy a doume-Of 

And wtnen ihey came Unto the flea-bryiti^ 

With, Sfc, 
The elde^ did fnisk the younger in ', 

WUhy 8^c. 

O sister^ O sifter^ take me by the gowne;, 

With, Sfc, 
And drawe me ^ upon tlie dry ground^ 

With, Sfc. 

O slstet, Q mMer, iteit miiy ncit bee^ 

With, 8fc, 
TiB sdt slid tiid;aieak giiow both of a ta^ 

With, Sfc. 

Somtynofefi fshe 'sfudfie^ sosntymes she svTaBU^ 

With, Sfc. 
Untill she ettbe imto tike tmil-dam ', 

With,Sfc. 
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The miUer runne hastily downe the diffe. 

And up he betook her withouten her life. 
With, 8^c. 

What did he doe with her brest bone ? 

With, S^. 
He made him a viaU to play thereupon. 

With, SfG. 

What did he doe with her fingers so small ? 

With, S^c. 
He made him peggs to his vioU withall ; 

With, S^c. 

ft 

What did he doe with her nose-ridge ? 

Withy Sfc. 
Unto his vioU he made him a bridge. 

With, Sfc. 

What did he do with her veynes so blewe ? 

toith, Sfc» 
He made him strings to his Viole thereto; 

with, SfC. 

What did he doe with her eyes so bright ? 

mth, Sfc, 
Upon his rioll he played at* fihrt; sight ; 

with, Sfc, 
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What did he doe with her tongue soe rough ? 

Unto the violl it spake enough; 

What did he doe with her two shinnes? 

mthy Sfc. 
Unto the violl they danc*t Moll Sifms ; 

Then bespake the treble strings 

toiih, &e. 
O yonder is my fother the king ; 

mih, &c. 

Then bespake the second strings 

fvUh^ &c. 
O yonder sitts my mother the queen : 

xmth, &c. 

And then bespake the stringes all three $ 

withf &c. 
O yonder is my sister that drowned mee 

with, &c. 

Now pay the miller for his payne^ 

mih, &c. 
And let him bee gone in the divels name. 

with, &c. 
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MR. SMITH, TO TOM POLLARDy AND 

MR. MEBING. 

Mt hearty commendations first remembred 
To Tom, & Robbin Call men, and well timbenji 
Hoping of both your welfares, and your blisse 
Such as my selfe eijoy*d when 1 wrote this;. 
These are to let you understand and know. 
That love will creepe there where it cannot go 
And that each morning I doe drink your healthft 
After our generalls, & the commonwealths; 
For nothing is more^f^biU then disorder 
Especially now Leslys on the Border; 
That done we gather into Rankes and files. 
That a feurre off we look like greeat wood piles ; 
And then we practise over all our knacks 
With as much ease as men muke almanacks. 
Size all our bulletts to a dram, we hate 
To kill a foe with waste unto the state. 
And for our oarriiige heere, it hath been such 
I>eclar*t I cannot, but He give a touch : 
Here is noe outrage done, not one that robbs 
Perhaps you think it strange Tom, so does Nobis 
But tis as true as Steele, for on my word ; 
Their worst is dripkiag ale, browne as their yswpnL 
But harke the Jiendes are come close to Cariile, 
Lidsdale is «ope*t with RebM-^otts the while 
To us they send for helpe, the postboy skudds ; 
And scoures his pallfrie in his propper sudds. 
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More I could wrile d«are friends^ but bad's ike weathar 
And time's as precious as you both to gtthcr. 
But take not this unkinddy^ I piofesse 
There's no man more your servant then / SI 

Newcastle where the drouth has been 

That makes grasse short, and gelding thin ; 

lul^ the fifth I wrote this letter 

One thousand six hunderd^ & somewhat better. 



VPON lOHN FELTON'S HANGING IN CHAINES 

AT PORTS-MOUTH, 

FOR KILXrtlfG THE OUKB OF BUCKIWOHAM. 

Here uninterd suspends (though not to save 
Surviving friends the expenoes of a grave 
Fekon's dead earth, wMch to the woiid must bee 
His own sad monument, his elegye 
As large as fame> but whitiier bad or good 
I say not, by hfmgpJf 'twas writ in biood 
For with his body thus entomb'd in ayre 
Arch't o're with heaven^ set with thousand faire 
And glorious diamond-stam^ a sepfuldier 
Which time can never ruinate, and where 
Th'impartiall worme (widch is not biibM to spare  
Princes when 'wrapt m maible) caooot shaie 
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His fledi (which oft the charitable akyes 
Emhahne with teares doing those obsequies 
Belong to men) shall last till pittying foul 
Contend to reach his body to his soule. 



TO FELTON IN THE TOWER, 

Enjot thy bondage^ make thy prison know^ 
Thou hast a liberty thou canst not owe 
To such base punishment ; keep*t intire> since 
Nothing but guilt shackles they conscience. 
I dare not tempt thy valiant blood to whey 
In feebling it with pitty, nor dare pray 
Thine act may mercy finde> lest thy great story 
Lose something of its miracle and glory. 
I wish thy merit studied cruelty. 
Short vengance befreinds thy memory 
For I would have posterity to heare 
He that can bravely die can bravely^ beare. 
Torture seemes great unto a cowards eye 
"Tis no great thing to suffer^ less to dye. 
Should all the dowds fall out^ & in that strife 
Lightning and thunder send to take my life> 
I should applaud the wisedome of my fate 
That knew to value me at such a rate 
As at my Ml to trouble aU the skie> 
Emptying it self upon n^e Joves.full armory 3 
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Thy soul before was straightned^ thank thy doome 

To show her vertue she hath larger roome^ 

Yet sure if every artery were broke 

Thou wouldst finde strength for such another stroke. 

' And now I leave thee unto death and fame 

Which lives to shake ambition at thy name> 

And (if it were no sin) the court by it 

Should hoiu^ely sweare before a favorite. 

Farwell, for thy beame sake -we shall not send 

Henceforth commanders that wil foes defend 

Nor will it ever our just monarch please 

To keep an admirall to loose the seas. 

Farwell^ undaunted standi and joy to be 

Of publique sorrow the epitome^ 

Let the duke's name suffer^ and crowne thy thrall 

All we in him did suffer 3 thou for all. 
And I dare boldly write^ as thou darst dye^ 
Siout Felton, Englands ransome, here doth lye. 



TO THE DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM. 

The king loves you> you him 5 both love the samcj 
You love the king, he you, both Buck-in^game 
Of sport the king loves game, of game the Buck 
Of all men you, why you > Why see your luck. 
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TO TH£ SAME. 

Some say, th6 i>iike was Tertoous, gratknls, good. 
And Fdion basdy did, to spill his bloud. 
If it be so, what did hfi then amiss. 
In sending him Ihe sooner to his bliss ? 
All deaths seetn pleasant to a good-^man's eye 
And bad men ondy are afraid to dye; 
Chang*d he this kingdome to possess a better. 
Then is the DitJce become John Fdtan-s debter. 



THE LAWYER. 

Lawyers themselves up hold the common weaJe, 
They pmiish such as do offend and steale; 
They free with subtill art the innocent. 
From any danger, losse, or punishment. 
They can, but will not, keep the world in awe 
By mis-expounded and distorted lawe -, 
Alwayes they hare great store of charity. 
And love they want, not keying umltye. 
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THE CLIENTS TRANSCRIPTION OF THE 

SAME COPY, 

HATIlfO BXPBBIBVOBD THB CONTBART, 

Lawtbbs themselyes uphold the common-weale 
They punish such as do o£foiid and steale. 
They free with subtill art the innocent^ 
From any danger^ losse, or punishment ; 
They can, but will not keep> the world in awe 
By mis-expounded and distorted lawe 
AUwayes they have^ gi'^at store of charity 
And love they want^ not keeping amitye. 



THE REVEREND CANVASE. 

So lowd a lye on. Sunday rung. 
So thicke a troupe^ so grave a thrung. 
Assembled in a chxirch^ to laugh> 
At nothing ? pardon heavens $ when halfe 
Had Gods marke on them ? none so good 
To satisfie the hungry croud ; 
With holsome doctrine j none so hardy 
With an bowers talke to quitt the tardy? 
An silent brethren^ and yet none 
Can speake by inspiration ? 

l2 



Dares none so oonsdous of lus merits 

Or presuming on the sperit^ 

With an edifying'gpneeting 

Oratulate this zealous meeting ? 

Is this a day or place (O sin !) 

For such to have a canvse in ? 

Lord ! how we sat like Queene Candac^s 

Eunuch, reading each other fisoes ! 

Expecting when some Philips hetre 

Would come to ascedd the sacred chaire. ^ 

Whilst cousning Miles the bell still knockt 

T* increase the number of the modct > 

But in conclusion all the dttie 

Was bidden to a nunc dindtte. 

And yet found no man to supply 

The office of dumbe Zacharie 

In our dismission, till wee tiring 

The bell and pullpit bodi conspiring. 

Deprived of sounds and vesture told us 

The tenor onely preadit that calld ois ; 



J 



SKit mtiUnff. 165 



A NON SEQUITUR» 

BY DB. COBBBTT. 

Mabkb how the lanterns dowd mine eyes 
See where a moone drake ginnes to rise 
Satume craules much like an Iron Catt^ 
To see the naked moone in a slippshott hatt> 
Thunder thumping toad stooles crock the pots 

To see the meremaids tumble 
Leather catt-a-mountaines shake their heelea 
To heare the gosh-hawke grumble 
The rustie threed> 
Begins to bleedj 
And cobwebs elbows itches 
The putrid skyes 
Eat mulsacke pies 
Backed up in logicke breeches 
Munday trenchers make good hay 
The lobster weares no dagger 
Meale-mouth'd shee-peacockes powle the starres 
And make the lowbell stagger 

Blew crocodiles foame in the toe 
Blind meal-bagges do follow the doe 
A ribb of apple braine spice 
Will follow the Lancasheire dice . 
Harke how the chime of Plutoes pispot cracks. 
To see the rainbowes whede ganne^ made of iiax. 
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ON OXFORD SCHOLLBRS 

GOIHG TO WOOnSIOCK TO HBABE DR. GOBBET 
FBEACH BEPOBE THB KING. 

Turn king, and the eonrt 

DenitNU of sporty 
Al wooditodL m dayes did lye 

TVfhcr came the docton' 

With their vdyet slee^'d procton. 
And tfie rest of the learned Me. 

Some Iboet did shine 

More with ale then with wine; 
So that each man there was thought 

And judged by theire hue 

(As it was then true). 
They were better fed then taught. 

A number beside 

With their wenches did ride 
(For schoUers you know are kind) 

And riding before 

Leand back evermore 
To kisse their watches behind. 

A number on foot 

Without cloaks or boot 
And yet to the court they wou*d 

Which wa9 for to show 

How farr they w6u*d go 
To doe his miyesty good. 
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Th« revm-end Deane 

With hU ruffi starch^ clean 

Did preach before the king 
A ring there \m 9^^ 
In his band-string tyde 

Was not this a pritty thing ) 
The ring without doubt 
Was the thing put him out : 

So oft hee forgot what was next 
Thfit^ that were %hsm 
Did thinke^ and dare eweuffc, 

Hee handled it more tbep his fe»$. 



HOKAT, 34. q^KM. pp. 10. AD. l.|9V|IINIft 

Ti8 true (proud boy) thy beauty may presume 
Thank Venus for t but when thy.cheekes shall plume. 
When manly downe shall shade thy childish pride 
And when thy locI^s (which d|ingle on. each side 
Of thy white shoulders) shall no more remain ; 
When thy vermilion cbeelcs (which do di^dwi. 
The glorious colour of the purple rose) 
Begin to fade, and Ligarinas loose 
His lovely face^ being rudely stuck with hair^ 
(Hard hearted boy) then wilt thou say wiih teired 
(When looking for lihy fpdr^ self in a glasd 
Thou findest another there) Ah me ! alas ! 
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What do I now perceive ? wby had not I ? 
These thoughts when I was lovely nnooth ? or why? 
To these my thoughts which I now entertaine 
Doe not my cheeks grow slik & young again ? 



TO HIS MISTRIS. 

Vle tell you whence tiie rose did first gqnw red 
And whence the liUie whitenesse borrowed 
You blush't and then the rose with red was ^ght. 
The miie kist your hands and so came white 
Before that time the rose was but a staine 
The lillie nought but palenesse did containe 
You have the native colour 3 these they die 
And onely flourish iu your livery. 



UPON A COBLER. 

Come hither^ read (my gentle fireind) 
And here behold a Coblers End^ 
Long in length his life had gone 
But that he had no Last so long. 

O mighty death whose darts can kill. 

The man that made him soules at wilL 
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ON THE DEATH OF THE LORD TREASURER. 

Immodest deaths that would not once confer 

Dispose or part with our Lord Treasurer 1 

Had he beene thee^ or of thy fatall tribe^ 

He would have spar d thy life^ and tane a bribe. 

He that so often had with gold and wit. 

Perverted law and allmost conjur'd it. 

He that could lengthen causes, and was able 

To starve a suitor at the counciU-table 

At last not having evidence to show 

Was fedne (perforce) to take a deadly blow. 



THE LOVER'S MELANCHOLY. 

Hence, hence, aU you vune delights 
As short as are the nights 

Wherin you spend your foUy ! 
Ther*s nought in this life sweet. 
If men were wise to see't 

But only melancholly. 
Wellcome folded armes, and fixed eyes, 
A sight thikt pearcing mortifies, 
A look that*^ £i^tened to the ground, 
A tongue chain'd up without a sound, 

Fountaines-heades and pathless groves 

Plpces which pale passion loves. 
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Moone-liglit walkes wben all the fowjes 
Aie waimely hons'd^ save bafts and oids -, 
A midnight knell^ a parting groane^ 
These are tiie flomKb wee feed upon; 
Then stretch onr bones in a still gloomy valley 
Ther*8 nothing tmly sweety but melanchoUy; 



THE ANSWER, 

BY DB. 8TBOAD. 



Returns my joyes and hitlier bring 
A tounge not made to speake, but sing ; 
A joUye splene, an inward feaai, 
A causelesse laugh without a jest ) 
A face which gladnesse doth annoint^ 
An arme for joy flung out of joynt j 
A spritefnll gate that leaves no print. 
And make a feather of a fliQl : 
A heart that's lighter then the ayre 
An eye still dancing in its sphen^. 
Strong which mirth nothing shall oontroul 
A body nimbler then a soul : 
Free wandring thoughts not tied to muse 
Which thinking all things, nothing chose i 
Which ere 'wee see them come, are gone^ 
These, life it selfe doth feed upon. 

Then take no care but only to be joUy. 

To be more wr^tphed then we miiatj is foUy. 
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A BLUSH. 

Stay hasty blood ! where canst thou seek 
So blest a place as in her cheek ? 
How can*st thou from the place retire 
Where beauty doth command desire ? 
But if thou canst not stay^ then shows 
Downe to her painting papps bdow 
Plow like a deluge from her breast 
Where Venus swannes have built their nest. 
And so tske ^ory to disteine 
The azure of each swelling raine ; 
Th^ce run thou boyling through each part 
Tin thou hast wanou'd her frozen heart 5 
But if from love she would retire 
Then martyr her with gentle fire 
And having search' t each secret place 
Fly back againe into her face 3 
Where blessed live in chan^Jig those 
White lillyes to a ruddy rose. 



TO HIS MISTRIS. 

liAST when I saw thee, thou didst sweetly play 
The gentle theife, and stoldt my heart away^ 
Render*t, again or else give me thine owne 
In chiinge, for two §or thee (when I have none) 
Too many are, dse I must say. Thou art 
A sweet facd creature with a double heart. 
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ON CHRIST-CHURCH WINDOWE, AND 
MAGDALEN COLLEDGE WALL. 

YsK men of Galilee why gaze yee so 

On Maudlins necessary print, as though 

T*had bin enough for that pure viigin*s sonne 

That was incarnate, dyed, & rose, to have done 

Those heavenly acts, that ransom*d al from hell 

And yet no visible efifigies tell 

The eye, the mauier how. Ye misconceive 

Who think these sacred mysteryes must leave 

Impression onely in the soul ; how then 

Shall those that .bear more shape than mind of mesky 

(Unlesse their outward sense informe them) know 

What accidents their Saviour long ago 

Sustained ? each wise man sees 'tis not the fate 

Of every ideot to be literate. 

And who can then forbid (ye Lay) to look 

And read those things without or line or book. 

Besides (if modestye may judge) what ist 

But a supply to each Evangelist ? 

Long may the learned study, peace and scratch 

Before the forme of th' mainger or the cratdi 

Wherein Babe Christ was layd be understood. 

Each bungling joyner now may ken what wood 

The stall was made of where the long eared steed 

And his associate oxe did stand and feed. 

Each practised oastler knowes their meat> can say . 

There is their provender^ this is their Jiaf* 
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Yee now may leame the naked shepherds hew 

The stripling hoj, and hun it*h cap of blew^ 

As perfectly as it had seene the downes 

Each day a sunning on the Jewish downes 5 

'Tis strange the dogg*s not there, perhapps the curr 

Was left behind, for feare of noise or stirre : 

But yeiw the venerable face whereon 

The home and candle cast reflection. 

Observe it well if ere you chance to meet 

In paradise, you'le know*t as soon as see*t, 

Tis reverent losephs portraiture, see how 

The very image seemes to cringe and bow, 

Marke well his beard, his eyes, his nose, if ought 

Be mist, tis yours, and not the painters fault. 

Then lead your eyes unto the beauteous one 

Who nere knew man, yet mother to a sonne. 

Doth not her face more fully speake her heart ^ 

And joy, than text or comment can impart } 

But oh how little like her sdfe when shee 

Whose upcast, downe cast lookes, behold the tree ? 

That fatall tree whereon the Lord of breath 

Expos'd himself e to th* tyranny of death ; ' 

Was ever sorrow so set forth ? and yet 

To make the quire of heavinesse ccnnpleat. 

The lov*d disciple bears his part, and so 

Doth that brave lasse that clips the crosse below. 

Consult. aU authors, English Greek & Lattin, 

You nere saw truer greife or finer sattin. 

Foule ^Ekll the bird whose undisceming mute 

Presumes to tuipifye so rich a suite ; 
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T*wa8 very strange they durst so bol^y ^neeve 

Wben those imtator*d hacksters of the shreeVe 

Close by sat armed cap-a-pee with speares^ 

And swoids^ and giittering heknets, or*e their eares 

Bestriding fiery steeds so inaiiLt so made 

Bucephalus himselfe was but a jade 

Compared to these^ why } who would be but Te&t 

To see such palfryes here, and none it'h text ? 

Next let your eyes and thoughts be fixt upon 

The sad-sad story of the passion; 

See how from side, from feet, from hands as yet 

The crimson blood trills down, youl sweare twere wet; 

Were Thmnas here himselle, he would not linger 

But sooner trust his eyes then erst his finger. 

Mark how death's sable ckmd doth over-spread 

His lips, his cheeks, his eyes, his sacred head. 

Behold death drawn to th*life, as if that bee 

Thus wrackt and stretcht upcm th* accursed tree. 

Had been of purpose nayld to th* crosse to try 

The painters cunning hand, more than to dye. 

He left him dead, but^twas not in the power 

Of gfave, or hell to keep him, there cme houre 

Beyond his own determination. 

Three dayes are past, and Jonah's type is ^ne 

He walkes, and in fall glory leaps from tombe : 

As Lazarus from th* earths insatiate wombe. 

But not to dye againe : meane while the guard 

Who vigilantly slept, soon as they heard 

Deaths prisoner, and iheir's so strangely rise 

Start up with frighted hearts and gaStly eyeS. 
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They stare luid miiie^ and sweare^ the heaidsmen talke 

Strange things, but nere till now saw dead men walke : 

Do but take notice how the rascalls look 

As if some prodigie had thunderstrook 

The villaines hearts, or some strange power had showne 

Medusae's head, and tumd them all to stone. 

Sure small perswasion would hare made the elres 

For feare of further paines to hang themselves : 

And blame them not, the Lord was now calciil'd 

Bright as the sun, his body so refin'd 

That not the sawcinesse of mortall eye 

Could stare upon such lustre and not dye. 

His glorifi'd humanity can stay 

No more on earth, heaven calls, he must away^ 

Yet ere he part hee*le take his leave, th*eleven. 

Attend, and see him ravisht into heaven. 

Their eyes (until! an interposing doud 

Did interdict accesse of sight, and shrowd 

His godlike countenance ftom mortall ken) 

Still waite upon th'ascending Lord 5 but when 

Distance had snatcht him fmm their view, they lift 

Their hands to th* skie, as if they made some shift 

To draw him down againe, such was their love 

Theile searse assent to his ascent above. 

Where once more, note, the text supplyed which telhr 

Th* apostles were spectators and none else 

But count byth* pole youl find th' eleven increast 

Their troops amount to five or sixe at least* 

Were Luke alive, hee*d thank the painters wit. 

Who saw his oversight and mended it. 
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Let's yeeld to reason then, let him that lists 

Dispute the number of th* Evangelists ', 

If Judgement ever please this thing to lift 

Or Greenbury or none must be the fift 

IVe donej but first lie pray^ hayle holy doth 

And live in spite of rottennesse or moth. 

Nor time nor vermine ere shall dare to be 

Corruptors of so much divinitie ; 

But men of Galilee why do ye gaze. 

On that which may delight^ but not amaze } 

That's left for us^ let any wise man bend 

His eyes towards our orientall end 

Heele blesse himselfe indeed, grow wise^ withall 

Approaching take the window for a wall 

And then conclude that Wadehams perspective 

Nor Lincolnes stately types can long survive; 

They*le break for envie (spight of wise) to find 

Us to transcend themselves so fEure behind ^ 

But He not prayse our own, 'tis far more fit 

To leave the talke to some fine Maud'Un wit. 

Who may enroule in some well languish*t staine 

As we their walls, so they our lights againe 

Only I leare they will, (least we surpasse) 

Pull down theijr hall to build up Eaa^em glass. 
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AN ELEGIE. 

Wrt hire vow-breaker, have thy sinnes thought fit 

That I be curst example of thy. wit 

As well as scornes ? (bad womn) have not I 

Deserv'd as much as quiet misery ? 

Be vnse and trouble not my suffering fit 

For ^very sin I have repentance yet. 

Except for loving thee ; do not thou presse 

My easie madnesse to a wickednesse 

As high as that, least I be driven so 

As far from heaven. as thou art, which I know 

Is not thy ayme, for thou hast sin'd to be 

In place, as in affection, farre from me. 

Am I thy f reind or kinsman ? have I ought 

That is familiar with thee bettring thought 

A dreame and some few letters too, yet lye 

Neglected records of my ii^ury. 

I know my itch my silent sorrowes moves : 

To begg a.bridall kisse.or-paire of gloves: 

These are the lighter dutyes which they seek 

Whose sleepe is sound & constant as the week < 

Is in her nights, who never met the chaunce 

Of love amisse, but in a dreameing traunce 

And wak't to giadnesse -, t*is not so with me 

My night and day are twins in misery. 

These spend-thrift eyes have beene prepar*d with feares 

To keep a solemne revelling in teares; 

M 
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Hadst thou beene silent I had known the ahame/ 

Of that dayes union by my greife> not fieune. 

Priva'te as sorrowes lodging had I dwelt 

FoUow'd with my dispave and never Mt 

Anger except for livinge hadst thou bin 

Content with my undoinge *Tis a sina 

My love cannot foigive there to upbraid 

A wretchednesae which thou thy aelle haat made 

Heaven knowes I sufferd, and I suifind ao 

That by me twas as infi^lible to know 

How passive man ia, fote knew not a cniae 

Except thy new contempt to make mee worse 

And that thou gav'st when I so low was bitN^t 

I knew not if I liv'd but yet I thought. 

And coimted sighs and teares^ as if to scann 

The aire and water would make up a man. 

Hadst thou not broake the peace of my decay 

Ere this I thinke I'de wept some sinns away> 

Being diseas*d^ diseas*d past mine owne cure 

Thou wouldst needs kill which made mee to indore 

My patience: why {loyts murdresse) wouldst thou 

prove 
Whether that bee as passive as my love ? 
Had woman such a way as shee can give 
To man deniaU> as of love to live? 
Why then th* abhored reason meets me ; why 
Successless lovers doe so quickly dye> 
So be it with mae^ but if any curse 
First can be fastaed on thee whidi is Vfone 
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Tbnea thy unwept for vow-breach may it come 
As my greif e heavye ', may the tedious summe 
Of thy great sinns stand sentinell to keep 
Repentance ftt)m thy thoughts reach. May thy 
Sleep be broken as my hopes^ *bove all may he 
Thou choosest husband ripe to jealousye. 
And find it true> to tell thee -, may the theames 
On which thy sleepe doth paraphrase in dreames 
Bee my sad wrongs : and when some other shall 
(Whom chance hath made with mee e^pocrjrphall 
In loveing storyes) search an instance forth 
To curse his Mittrig for her little w(Nrth> 
May thy name meet him, under whom mui^ be 
The common place of womans peijury. 
May heaven make all this : and if thou pray 
May heaven esteeme as that thou didst that day 
Of thy last promises^ I've said, be free 
This pennance done, then my dayes destinye 
By thee is antedated. But three sighs 
Must first pay my admission to the skyes. 
One for my madness, loving woman so 
That I could think her true ; the next ile throw 
For wounded lovers, that i'le breath a new; 
The thiid shall ]»«y my curses may prov« trae. 
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IN IMITATION 
OF SIR PHILIP SYDNIE'S ENCOMIUM OF MOPSA. 

Assist mee Love> and Loy*8^ great queen of Paphos 
Inspire my muse with stndnes more rich then SaphotI 
Approach you Hdiconian lasses, even 
Chaste Erato. Thalie and th' other seaven* 
Direct my quill whilst I her praises caroU out 
Whose parallels not found in all the world about 
In loTdinesse sh* excells (and *tis no wonder) 
Those brave Cicilian, forgers of Joves thunder. 
For chastity Im'e sure her equall none is 
Not Venus selfb that lov'd the faire Adonis. 
Medea's not more mild, who as the talk is 
Blade Jason steale the golden fleece from Ckokhos, 
For modest silence, I dare say sheel fit ye 
Mlierein shee*s not an ace behind Zantippe, 
But oh ! the comely graces of her feature 
Great Plutoes Cour affords not such a creature. 
Her golden tresses far surpasse MegtBra's 
In compassing her lofty forehead, whereas 
No frown nor vrrinckle ere appeares to fright ye 
But still more calme than smooth £ac*d AmphirziL 
Beneath those vaulted cells are fixt those torches 
From whence proceeds that flame so fiercely siorches. 
Between both which her precious nose is placed. 
With fairest pearles and rubies rich encased. 
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Next comes her heavenly mouth whose sweet compoflure 
Falls not' within expressions^ limmits^ no sure. 
This even unto her precious eares doth guide us^ 
Which makes her fall as Mre as great king Myda$* 
She's smooth as Pan^ her skin (which youle admire) is 
Like purest gold, more glorious far then Iru, 
And to dose up this magazin of pleasures 
She most exactly treads god- Vidcahs measures 
This is my mistris character, and if in 
These lines her dame you misse, 'tis £aire Bess Grjfin. 



A SCHOLLER THAT SOLD HIS CUSSION. 



Tom I commend thy care of all I know. 
That souldst this cushion for a pipe of To- 



Now art thou like though not to studdy more 
Yet ten times harder then thou didst hefore. 



ON THE DEATH OF CUT. COBLER. 

Death and an honest Cobler fell at hate 

And finding him wome out, would needs translate ; 

He was a trusty sole, and time had bin 

He would well liqubrd go through thick and thin« 

Death put a trick upon him, and what was't } 

The Cobler call'd for All, death brought his last -, 
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TwM not uprightly done to cut his thread. 
That mended more and more till he was dead : 
But since hee's gone, 'tis all that can be said. 
Honest Cui-Cobler here is underlayd. 



A LETTER TO BEN. JOHNSON. 

Die Johnson, crosse not our religion so 
As to be thought immortall i let us know 
Thou art no God ; thy works make us mistake 
Thy person^ and thy great creations make 
Us idoll thee, and cause wee see thee do 
Etemall things, think thee etemall too. 
Restore us to our foith and dye, thy doome 
Will do as much good as the faH of Rome : 
TwiU crush an heresie, we neVe must hope 
For truth till thou be gon, thou and the Pope. 
And though we may be certaine in thy foil 
To lose both wit and judgement, braines and all. 
Thou sack, nor love, nor time recover us 
Better be fooles then superstitious. 
Dye ! to what end should we thee now adore 
There is not schollership to live to more. 
Our language is refin'd : professors doubt 
Their Greek and Hebrew both shall be put out 
And we that Latin studied h&ve so long 
Shall now dispute & write in Johnsom tongue. 
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Nay^ courtiers yedd^ & every beautious wench 

Had rather speak thy English then her IVench* 

But for thy matter f uicy stands agast 

Wondering to see her strength thus best at last. 

Inrention stops her course and bids the woild 

Look for no more ; she hath already hurld 

Her treasure aU on one, thou hast out-done 

So much our wit and expectation. 

That were it not for thee, we scarse had known 

Nature her selfe could ere so farre have gon. 

Dye ! seemes it not enough thy verse's date 

Is endlesse; but thine own prolonged fate 

Must equall it j for shame engross not age 

But now (the fith act ended) leave the stage. 

And let us clap, we know the stars that do 

Give others one live> give a laureat two* 

But thou, if thus thy body long survives^ 

Hast two eternities, and not two lives* 

Die for thine own sake, seest thou not thy praise 

Is shortned onely by this length of daies. 

Men may talk this, and that, to part the strife. 

My tenet is, thou hast no fault btft life. 

Old authors do speed best, me-thinks thy warm breadi 

Casts a thick mist betwixt thy worth, which death 

Would quickly dissipate. If thou wouldst have 

Thy bayes to flourish, plant them on thy grave. 

Gold now is drosse, and oracles are stufie 

Wiih us, for why } Thou art not low enough. 

We stiU look under thee* . Stoop, and submit 

Thy glory to U^ meanest of our wit. 



I 



The Rhpdian Colosms, ere it fell, 

Conld not be seanM and measured^ half so welL 

Lie leveU to our view, so shall we see. 

Our third and richest university. 

Art*8 length. Art's heighth. Art's depth, can ne're be 

found. 
Till thou art prostrate, stretched upon the ground. 
Leaniing no farther then thy life extends. 
With thee began all Arts, with thee it ends. 



ON A YOUNG LADY, AND HER KNIGHT. 

A VBBTUOus lady sitting in a muse, 
(As hir and vertuous, ladies often use,) 
With elbow leant upon one knee so hard. 
The other distant from it half a yard. 
Her knight, to quip her by a secret token. 
Said, Wife, arise, your Cabinet stands open. 
She rising, blush'd, and smilingly did say, 
iLock it then, if you please, you keep the key. 



ON A WELCH-MAN'S DEVOTION. 

Thb way to make a Welch-man thirat for blis8e> 
And daily say his [Hrayers on his knees. 



J 
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Is^ to perswade bim^ that most certain 'tis. 
The moon is made of nothing but green cheese : 
Then he*l desire nought else, nor greater boon^ 
Then placed in heaven^ to feed upon the Moon. 



ON A MAID'S LEGGE. 

Fair Betty us*d to tuck her coats up bigh^ 
That men her foot and leg might soon espy. 
Thou hast a pretty legg^ (saith one) fair duck. 
Yea^ two^ (saitb she) or else I have ill luck. 
They're two indeed^ they're twins^ I tbink^ quoth he> 
They are> and yet they are not^ sir^ said she > 
They^re birth was both at once^ I dare be sworn 
And yet between them both a man was bom. 



TO HIS SISTER. 

LiOviNG sister^ every line 
Of your last letter^ was so fine^ 
With the best mettall^ that tbe grain^ 
Of scriveners pin-dust had been vain. 
The touch of gold did sure instill 
Some vertue> more than did your quill. 
And since you write no deanly hand^ 
Your tokens make me understand. 
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eyes have here a remedy, 
Wherehy to read more easily* 
I do but jest 3 your love alones^ 
Is my interpretation. 
My words I will recall, and swear, 
I know your hand is won&fous fiedr. 



ON THE DEATH OF HOBSON, 

THE CAMBRinGB-CAaaiBa* 

Herb Hohson lies, amongst his many betters, 

A man not learned, yet of many Lietters j 

The schoUers well can justifie as much. 

Who have received them from his pregnant pouch. 

His carriage is weU known, oft hath he gone 

An embassie, 'twixt father and the son. 

In Cambridge few (in good time be it spoken) 

But will remember him by some good token. 

From thence to London rode he day by day. 

Till death benighting him, he lost his way. 

Nor wonder is it, that he thus is gone. 

Since most men know, he long was drawing oa. 

His team was of the best, nor could he have 

Them mir*d in any ground, but in the g^ve $ 

And there he sticks indeed, still like to stand, 

UntDl some angell lend his helping hand* 

So rests in peace the ever tolling swain. 

And supream waggoner, ne&t Chark kii tooni^ 
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ANOTHER ON THE SAME. 

Herb lieth one, who did most trudy prove. 

That he could never die, whilst he could move. 

So hung his destiny, never to rot. 

Whilst he could but jogg on, and keep his trot. 

Made of sphear mettall, never to decay, 

UntOl his resolution made of stay. 

Time numbers motion, yet without a crime, 

'Gainst old truth, motion numbered out his time. 

And like some engine mov*d, with wheeles and weight. 

His principles once ceas*d, he ended streight. 

Rest, that gives all men life^ gave him his death. 

And too much breathing put him out of breath. 

For had his doings lasted as they were 

He had been an immortall Carrier. 



ANOTHER. 



Here lies old Hobson / Death hath his desire. 
And here (alasse) hath left him in the mire 3 
Or else the waies being foul, twenty to one, 
He*s here stuck in a slough, and overthro?m. 
*Twas such a shifter, that if truth were known. 
Death was half glad that he had got him down. 
For he hath any time this ten years full, 
Do^Md him 'twixt CamMdge and tiie Lomdm^l 
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And flurdy death could never have prevail'd> 

Had not his weekly course of carriage fiEdl*d. 

But lately finding him so long at home. 

And thinking now his journeys end was come i 

And that he had tane up his latest inne> 

Death in the likenesse of a Chamberlin, 

Shewed him his room, where he must lodge that ni^t, 

Pull'd off his hoots, and took away the light. 

If any ask for him, it shall be sed, 

Hobson has supt, and newly gon to bed. 



FR. CLARK, PORTER OF ST. JOHNS, 
TO THE PRBSmENT. 

Hblp Silvanus, help god Pan, 
To shew my love to this kinde man. 
Who out of s love and nature good^. 
Hath well encreas'd my store of wood. 
And whilest he the same peruses. 
Wood-nymphs help instead of Muses. 
Oh thou that sitst at St. Johns hehn, 
I humbly thank thee for my eh^e ; 
Or if it chance an oak to prov^. 
With heart of oak I thank your love. 
This tree (to leave all OvtVf s fables) 
Shall be the tree of predicables. 
Or if you like not that opinicm. 
The kindred tree of great JuiHman, 
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Thus finer wits may run upon*t^ 

But I do mean to make fire on't : 
By which He sit and sing^ in spight of wealthy 
And drink in lambs-wool to your worship^s health. 



AN EPITAPH. 



Here underneath this stone doth lie. 

That worthy knight^ brave Sir John Drie; 

At whose funerall there was no weepings 

He dy'd before Christmas, to save house-keeping. 



A WIFE. 



A LUSTY young wife^ that of late was sped^ 
M^th all the pleasures of a marriage-bed^ 
Oft a grave doctor ask'd^ whether s more right 
For Venus sports^ the morning or the night. 
The good old man reply* d^ as he thought meet^ 
The niom*s more wholsom^ but the night more sweet. 
Nay then (said she) since we have time and leasure, . 
Wei to't each morn for healthy each night for pleasure. 
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THE CONSTANT MAN. 

He that with frownes is not dejected^ 

Nor with soothing smiles erected ; 

Nor at the baits of pleasure biteth^ 

He whom no thoughts nor crosse affrighteih 

But^ center to himself, controleth^ 

Change and fortune when she rouleth. 

Who when the silent night begins^ 

Makes even reckoning with his sinus : 

Who not deferreth till to monow^ 

To wipe out his black scores of sorrow. 

Who sets hell-pains at six and seven^ 

And feareth not the fall of heaven. 

But's fidl resolv'd without denjrall^ 

To yield his life to any tryali ; 

Making his death his meditation^ 

And longing for his transmigration. 

This is the constant man^ who never 

From himself J nor God doth sever. 



TO HIS MISTRIS. 

Comb let's hug and kisse each other^ 
Sacrificing to Love's mother : 
These are duties which she loves. 
More then thousand milky doves 
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Frerii bleeding on her altars. We 

WiU not iiae our piety 

In such slaughters. Cruelty 

Is no devotion^ nor can I 

Belieye^ that she can pleasure take 

In blood, unlesse for Mars his sake. 

No : let us to Cythera'^ queen^ 

Bum for sacrifice our green^ 

And tender youths with those dirine 

Flames^ which thine eyes begot of mine. 

And lest the wlule our zeal catch cold> 

In warm embraces wel aifoM 

Sach other^ to produce a heat. 

Thus pleasing her, we {Measure gel. 

Then let*s kisse and hugg each other. 

Sacrificing to Lov's mother. 



SWEARING. 

Im elder times> an antient custom was. 
In weighty matters to swear by the masse. 
And when the mass was down, as all men note. 
Then swore they by the crosse of the grey groat. 
And when the crosse was likewise held in scorn. 
Then fidth and troth was all the oath was sworn. 
But when they had out-worn both fisith and troth. 
Then, Dam my soul, became a common oath. 
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So custom kqpt deoomm in gradation : 
Mass, cnMS> ftkith> troth out-sworn, tlien came damna- 
tion. 



ON A GOOD LEGO AND FOOT. 

If Hercules tall stature might be guess'd 

But by his thumb, the index of the rest. 

In due proportion, the best rule that I 

Would chuse, to measure Venus beauty by. 

Should be her leg and foot : Why gaze we so 

On th*upper parts, as proud to look below, 

(In chusing wives) when *tis top often known. 

The colours of their face are not their own. 

As for their 1^, whether they mince or stride. 

Those native compasses are seldom wide 

Of telling truth. The round and slender foot. 

Is a prov'd token of a secret note. 

Of hidden parts, and well this way may lead. 

Unto the closet of a mayden-head. 

Here emblems of our youth, we roses tie ; 

And here the ^urter, love's dear mystery. 

For want of beauty here, the peacock's pride, 

Let*s fall' her train, and fearing to be spy'd. 

Shuts up her painted witnesses, to let 

Those eyes from view, which are but counterfeit. 

"Who looks not if this part be good or eviU, 

May meet with cloven feet, and match the devill. 
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For this did make the' difference between 
The more unhallowed creatures^ and the dean.^ 
Well may you judge her other parts are light. 
Her thoughts are wry that doth not tread aright. 
But then ther*s true perfection^ when we see. 
Those parts more absolute which hidden be^ 
Nature ne're lent a fair foundation. 
For an unworthy frame to rest thereon. 
Let others view the top, and limbs throughout. 
The deeper knowledge is to kilow the root. 
In viewing of the face, the weakest know 
What beauty is> the learned look more low : 
And in the feet the other parts descry. 
As in a pool the moon we use to spy. 
Pardon, sweet-heart, the pride of my desire. 
If but to kisse your toe it should aspire.* 



VPON THE VIEW OF HIS MISTRESSE FACE 

IN A GLASSE. 

Ah cruel glas8e ! didst thou not see, 
Chloris alone too hard for me ? 
Ferceiv'dst thou not her charming sight/ 
Did ravish mine in cruell fight ? 
But then another she must frame. 
Whose single forces well might tame 
A lovers heart : no humane one. 
Is proof against her force alone. 

N 



Tet did I ventnie^ though struek iniile. 
Hie beantoous vision to salute. 
But that like aire in figur*d duurras^ 
DeoeiY*d the ambuah of my anna. 
'Twas some wise angel her shape took. 
That so he might more heavenly lock, 
■I her old captive^ now do yield 
Her shaddowed self another field : 
By such odds overccHne^ to die. 
Is no dishonoured victory. 



ON BOND THB USBRBR. 

Hbrb lyes a Bond under this tombe> 
Seald and ddiver'd to« god knows whom. 



TO THE DUKB OF BUCKINGHAM. 

When I can pay my parents, or my king. 
For life, or peace, or any dearer thing. 
Then, dearest lord, expect my debt to yon 
Shall be as truly paid, as it is due* 
But as no other price or recompence 
Serves them, but love, and my obedience. 
So nothing payes my lord, but whats above 
The reach of hands, his v«rlu^ mi my love. 



i 
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For when as goodness dotb so overflowed 
The consdence binds not to restore but owe, 
Requitall were presumption, and you may. 
Call mee ungrateful!, when I strive to pay. 
Nor with this morall lesson do I shift 
Like one that meant to save a better guilt. 
Like very poor or counterfeit poor men. 
Who to preserve their turky or their hen 
Do offer up themselves. No, I have sent 
(A kind of guift, will last by being spent) 
Thanks-starling, fan above the bullion rate 
Of horses, hangings, Jewells, coyne, or plate. 
Oh you that should in choosing of your owne. 
Know a true diamond finom a Bristow stone. 
You that do know they are not allwayes best 
In their intent, that lowdest do portest 
But that a prayer from the Convocation, 
Is better than the Commcms protestation. 
Trust them that at your feet their lives will lay 
And know no arts but to performe and pray 
Whilst they that buy perferment widiout praying 
Begin with bribes, and finish with betraying. 
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THE GENTLEMANS VERSES BEFORE HE 
KILLED HIMSELFE. 

Hast night unto thy center^ are thy winges 

Rul'd hy the oourse of dull dockt pltimmetings > 

If ao, mount on my thoughts^ & weele exceed 

All time that's past t'gain midnight with our speed 

The day more fovourable hasted on 

And by its death sent mee instruction 

To make thy darknesse tombe my life^ let then 

Thy wonted houres seize on the eyes of men 

Make them imagine by their sleepe> what I 

Must truly net, let each starr veyle his eye 

With masques of mouminge dowdes : methinkes the 

owles 
Prodigious summons strike me^ and she houles 
My epicedium^ with whose tragick quill 
He penciU in this map my hapleisse ilL 
Caus*d first by her^ whose fowle apostacy 
In love for ever brand her ^ and when I 
Am dead^ deare paper (my minds heire) convey 
This epitaph unto her veiwe^ and pray 
Her to inscribe it on my tombe. 

Here fyes 
One murthered hy a voomans perfuryes 
Who from the time, she scorned him, scorned to live 
No rivaU shall him of his death deprive. 
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A SONG 

ZN COMMENDATION OF MUSICKE. 

« 

When whispering strsdnes doe softly steale 
With creeping passion thrcMigh the heart 
And when at every touch wee feel 
Our pulses beat and beare a part 
When threads can make 
A hart string quake 
Philosophy 
Can scarce denye 
The soule consists of harmony. 

When unto heavenly joyes we feigne 

What ere the soul affecteth most 
Which only thus we can explaine 
By musick of the winged host. 
Whose layes wee thinke 
Make starrs to winke 
Philosophy 
Cannot deny 
Our soule consists of harmony. 

O luU mee, lull mee> charming ayr 
My senses rockt with wonder sweet 

Like snow on woolly thy fallings are 
Soft^ like a spirit^ are thy feet 
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Greife who need feare 
That ba{li an eare 
Downe let him lye 
And dumbring dye 
And change his soule for harmony. 



A DIALOGUE 



' BETWIXT CUPID AND A COUNTRT^WAINE. 

As Cupid tooke his bow and bolt 

Some birding-^Mwt to find; 
He lightt upon a shepheards swaine 

That was some good mans hinde. 



Swa, Well met fjaire Boy^ what sport abroad 

It is a goodly day : 
The birds will sitt this frosty mome 

You cannot choose but day. 
Gods-ouches look^ your eyes are out 

Tou wiU not bird I trow : 
Aks goe home or elae I tfainke 

The birds will laugh at you. 
Cup. Why man thou dost deceave thy aeUe 

Or else my mother lyes 
Who sayd that though that I were blind 

My arrowes yet had eyes. 
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Stoa. Why then thy mother ifl a ▼ode 

And thou art but aft elfe> 
To let thy arrowes to have eyes 

And goe with out thy selfe^ 
Cup, Not^ so Sir Swaine^ but hold thy pvate^ 

If I do take a shaft 
He make thee know what I can do 
(At this the young swain laught :) 
Then angry Cupid drew his bow 
Swa, For Gods sake kill mee not. 
Ci^. lie make thy lither liver ake 
Swa. Nay Ide be loth of that. 
The singing arrow hit the maike 

And pierc'd his silly soule 
You might see by his hoUow eyes 

Where love had made a hole. 
And so the swain went bleeding home^ 

To stay it was no boot : 
And found that he could sec to hit. 

That could not see to shoot. 



8I6HSS. 



O TBLL mee, tell, thou god of winde 
In all thy cavemes canst thou find 
A vapor, flame, a gale or blast 
Like to a sigh which love doth cast > 
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Can any whirle-wind in thy vault 
Plough up earths breath with like asaault. 
Goe toind and blow then where thou please 
Yea breathlesse leave mee to my ease. 

If thou bee^st wind^ O then refrain 
From wracking me whilst I complain 3 
If thou bee'st wind> then leight thou art 
And yet how heavy is my heart ? 
If thou bee*st wind^ then pui^ge thy way 
Let care> that doggs thy force^ obey, 
Goe tvind and Uome^ Sfc, 

These blasts of sighing raised are 
By th*influence of my bright starre } 
The ^olus from whence they came 
Is love that straines to blow the same : 
The angry sway of whose behest 
Makes hearth and bellowes of one brest. 
Go uoind and.UaiU)e, Sfc, 

Know t*is a wind thai kmgs to blow 
Upon my saint where ere she goe> 
And stealing through her fanne it beares 
Soft errands to her lipps and eares. 
And then perhaps a passage makes 
Downe to the heart when breath she takes. 
Goe mnd and blow, Sfc. 



wsmm 
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Yea gentle gale^ try it againe^ 
Oh do not passe from me in vaine ; 
Go mingle with her soul divine 
Engendring spirits like to mine : 
Yea take my soul along with thee 
To work a stronger sympathy. 
Goe xxind and blovo, Sfc, 

My soul before the grosser part 

Thus to her heaven should depart, 

And when my body cannot lie 

On wings of wind^ she soone shall fiye j 

Though not one soul our bodies joyne^ 

Our bodies shall our soules combine. 

Goe toind and bloxo thou ^here thou please , 
Yea breathlesse leave me to my ease. 



WEOMEN. 



WxoMBK are borne in WUsheire, 
Brought up in Cumberland, 
Lead their lives in Bedfordsheire 
'Bring their husbands to Buckingame 
And dye in Skretvsbury, 
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ON A DISSEMBLER. 



CouLO any show where PUmes people dwell 

Whose head stand in their hrests^ who cannot tell> 

A smoothinge lye^ becaiiae their open heart 

And lippfl are joyned so neere. I would depart 

Ab quicke as thought, and there forget the wrongs 

Which I have suiferd by deceitfuU tongues. 

I would depart, where soules departed bee 

Which being fieed from dowdy flesh, can see 

Each other so immediately, so deare. 

That none need tongues to speak nor eares to beaie r 

Were tongues intended to ex.presse the soul 

And can wee better do with none at all ^ 

Where words first made our meanings to reveale ? 

And as they us*d our meaning to oonoeale ; 

The ayre by whidi we breathe, will that tume £ogg? 

Or breath tume mist ; will that become a dogg 

Which should unload the mind ? fall wee upon 

Another Babdls sub-confusion ? 

And in the sdfe same language must wee find> 

A diverse faction of the woides and mind ) 

Dull as I am, that hug sudi empty aire^ 

And never maikt the deeds, (a plurase more &ire 

More trusty and univocall) jojme vrtU, 

Three or foure actions wee may quickly spdl 

A hollow heart; if these no sight will lend> 

Read the whole sentence and observe the end. 



I wil not waite so long : the guilty man ^ 
(On whom I ground my speech) no longor can 
Delude my sense^ nor can the gracefuU art 
Of kind dissembling^ button up his hemrt. 
His weU-qioke wrmigs^ are such as hurtfull words 
Writ in a comely hand^ or bloody swords^ 
Sheathd up in velTet^ if he draw on mee 
My armour proof is incredulity. 



TO A FREIND. 

LiKB as the hand which hath bin usd to play 

One lesson long, still runs the usuaU way: 

And waites not what the hearers bid it strike^ 

But doth presume by custome this will like. 

So run my thoughts which are so perfect grown^ 

So well acquainted with my passion ) 

That now they do prevent mee with their haste 

And ere I think to dgh^ my sigh is pastj 

Is past and flown to you, for you akme 

Are all the object that I think upon ; 

And did not you supply my soul with thought 

For want of action it to none were brought. 

What though our absent armes may not enfold 

Reall embraces $ yet wee firmly bold 

Each other In possesabn ; thus wee see 

The lord e^Joyes.his lands where e*re he bje. 
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If knights pofitest no more dien where they sate 
What were they greater then a meaner state > 
This makes mee firmly jowcs, you firmly myne 
That something more than bodies us combine. 



A POETICALL POEM, 

BT MR. STEPHEN LOCKET TO If ISTRISSE BESS SAEK£Y. 

To my Best Sarney, quintessence of beauty, 

I Steven Locket do present my duty. 

In rythem daigne goddess to accept my verses, 

I wis with worse wise men have wip't their a 

O thou which able art to take to taske all 

(Pox ! what will rythme to that ?) oh, I*me a raskali. 

But I'me tumd poet late, and for thy credit, 

Have pend this poem, prethee tak*t and read it. 

Thou needs not be a^am'd oft, for it raises 

Trophyes as high as maypoles to thy prayses. 

But first in order it thy head doth handle 

That's more orbicular than a quadrangle. 

On top of which doth grow a turff of tresses 

Winter her selfe, rayd in her hoary dresses 

Of firost, lookes not more lovely; thy browes truly 

Have larger furrowes, than a feild ploughed newly. 

Thy eyes, ha eyes (zounds I'am so full of clinches) 

Are not sunck in thy head above sixe indies ; 
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From which distraining gently^ there doth streame 

Rivers of whey> mixied with curdled creame. 

Straight as a rams home is thy nose> more marrow 

Lfjes in thy nostrills^ than would fill a barrow. 

And at your lip to mak*t more ornamentally 

Hangs down a Jewell of S— - Orientall. 

The bright gold & thy face are of one colour. 

But if compar*d with thine> that is the duller. 

Thy lips are white as tallow, never man did 

Buss sweeter things, (sure they are sugar-candid.) 

Thy teeth more comely than two dirty rakes are. 

Thy breath is stronger than a douzen jakes are. 

A fart for all peifumes, a turd for roses 

Smell men but thee, they wish them selves all noses. 

Thy voyce as sweet, as musicall, as fine is. 

As any phlegmy hagg*s, that ninty nine is. 

And when thou speakst, (as if th'had bin die wonder 

Of women kind) thy tongu's as still as thunder 

But oh thy shoulders large ; *tis six to seven. 

Should Atla*s faile, but thou wouldst beare up heaven. 

Thou dost exceU, I warrant thee for a button, 

Hercules and Cacus too, that stole mutton. 

About the wast, there thou art three times fiiUer, 

Then was the Wadkam Garagantuan BuUer. 

Thy buttock and thy fashion are so all one; 

That I*de a swore thou hadst a fardingall on 

Thy l^gs are badger Hke, and goe as even. 

As do iambick verses or / Steven; 

And now Tm come unto thy feet, where I do 

Prostrate my selfe, with reverence to thy shoo. 
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Which for antlqiiity ne*re a jot behind is. 
Tom Coriati, that travelled both the Indies. 
For thy sweet sake, I will go down to Plt4o, 
And in thy quarrel beat him bladk & blew too j 
And lest Sr Cerberus should be too lusty, 
I have a loafe will YuM him play, 'tis crusty. 
He bring the dev*ll back with me in a snaffle. 
For in that kind I scome to take a baffle. 
And so I take my leaTe^ prithee sweet Thunddn, 
Hold up thy ooats, that I may kisse thy bamkin. 



THANKS FOR A WELCOME. 

Foe yoor good looks, and for your daiet> 
For often bidding. Do not spare it ; 
For tossing glasses to the top. 
And after suddng of a drop. 
When scarce a drop was left behind. 
Or what doth nickname wine e'vn wind: 
For healthfiill mirih and lusty sherry. 
Such as made grave old Caio merry ; 
Such are our thanks that you may have 
In bloud the claret that you gave. 
And in your service shall be i^)ent 
The spirits which your sack hath lent. 
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TO PHILLIS. 



Fts on this courdy life^ full of dufdeamire 

Where neither frovnam nor smika keepe any measure, 

Bttt every pasmon govenis in extremes. 
True love and faith from hence falshod doth hanish : 
And Yowes of friendship here like vapours vanish. 
Loyalty's counted but a dreame. 

Inconstant favours like rivers gliding. 
Truth is despis'd 
Whilst fiatterie's priz'd, 
Poore vertue here hath no certaine abiding. 

Then let's no longer stay, my fairest PhiUis, 
But let us fly from hence where so modi ill it; 

Into some some desert place there to abide 
True love shall go with us and fai^ unfedned 
Pure thoughts, embraces chaste, and vowes unstain'd. 
Vertue her selfe shall ever be our guide. 

In cottage poore where neidier frowning fbitune. 
Nor change of hie 
Can once abate. 
Our sweet content, or peace at all importune. 

There will we drive our flocks from hills and vallies. 
And whilst they feeding are, weel sit & daUy ; 
And thy sweet voyoe to sing birds shall invite 
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Whilst I with roses, violets, and lillies 
Will flowry garlands make to crown my PfuUis. 
Or numbred verses to thy praise indite 

And when the sun is westwardly declining^. 
Our flocks and we. 
Will homewards flee 
And rest our selves untill the suns next shining'. 



WOMEN. 



Once I must confesse I loved 

And expected love againe. 
But so olten as I proved 

My expectance was in vaine. 

Women joy to be attempted; 

And do glory when they see 
Themselves from loves force exempted. 

And that men captived bee. 

If they love, they can oonceale it. 
And dissemble when they please, 

Mlien as men will straight reveale it 
And make known their hearts disease. 

Men must beg and crave their favour. 

Making many an idle vow ; 
Whilst they froward in behaviour, 

Faine would yeild, but know not how. 
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Sweet stolne-sport to tfaem is gretefdU, 

And in heart they wish to have it -, 
Yet they do account it hatefull 

Upon any termes to craTe it. 

But would men not goe about it 

But leave off at all to woe> 
Ere they would be long without it. 

They would beg and crave it too. 



THE WORLD. 

Whether men do laugh or weep> 
Whether they doe wake or sleep. 
Whether they feele heat or cold. 
Whether they be young or old ; 
There is underneath the sun 
Nothing in true earnest done. 
All our pride is but a jest. 
None are worst and none are best; 
Greife and joy, and hope and feare. 
Flay their pageants every where ; 
Vaine opinion all doth sway 
And the world is but a j^y. 
Powers above in clouds doth sit. 
Marking our poore apish wit, 

o 
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That 80 lamdy without 8tate> 
Their high glory imitate. 

No ill can be lielt but paine. 
And that happy men diadaine. 



ON HIS ABSENT MISTRESSE. 

Absence^ heare thou my protestation 

Against thy strength^ 

Distance and length ; 

Do what thou canst for alteration : 

For hearts where love's refined 

Are absent joyn'd, by tyme combined. 

Who loves but wh«e the Graces be^ 
His mind hath found 
Affectkyus ground 
Beyond time place mortality^ 
That heart that cannot varie. 
Absence is present tyme doth carry. 

By absence tlus good meane I gaine 
That I can catch her. 
Where none can watch her> 
In some dose comer of my brain> 
There I embrace her, and lliere kisse her 
And so eiQoy her, and so misse her. 
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THE CONSTANT LOVBR. 

I KNOW as well as. 3roU> shee is not fitire. 
Nor hath she sparkling eyes <»* curled haire ^ 
Nor can shee brag of vertue or of truth. 
Or any thing about her save her youth. 
Shee is woman too^ and to no end 
I know^ I verses write and letters send : 
And nought I doe can to cOmpd^icm move her 
Al this I know^ yet cannot choose but love her. 
Yet am not blind as you and others bee ^ 
Who think and sweare th<ey littile Cupid se6 
Play in their mistris eyes^ and that the^ dwell 
Roses on cheekes^ and that her brest excell 
The whitest siiow> as if that love were built 
On fading red and white* the bod^ quflb 
And that I cannot love unlsess I tdl 
Wherein or on what part my love dolh dwell. 
Vaine hereticks you bee, for I love more 
Then ever any did that told wherefore : 
Then trouble mee no more, ilor tell mee why, 
Tis ! because shee is shee, and I am I i 
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THE IRISH BBGGAR. 

I PRAT you save poore Iri^ knave, 

A hone a hone 
Ksmnd about the towne thiougboui 
J$ poore Shone gone. 

Master to find. 

Loving and kinde 
But Shone to his mind's 

Neaie the neere, 
Poore Shone can find none heere 
Which makes him ay for feare, 

A hone a hone* 

Shone being poore, his feet being sore. 
For which heele no more 
Trot about. 
To find master out, • 
He had radir go without 
And cry a hone, 
I was so curst tliat I was ibrc't 
A hone a hone. 

To goe bare foot and strips to boot 
And no shooes, none. 
None English could I speake. 
My mind for to breake. 
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And many laught to heare the moane I made, 
I like a tyred jade. 
That had no worke or trade* 

■Cryed, a hone a hone. 

In stead of breakfast* 
Was fedne runn a pace 
To gett more stomach to my hungry throate* 
And when for freind 1 sought* 
They calld me all to nought^ 
A hone a hone^ 

For Ladyes sake some pitty take -, 

A hone a hone. 
1 serv*d a lasse where was no maase 

No faith none -, 
Oft was I beat *cause Ide not eat* 
Oh frydayes^ beefe and meat* 

Twice a day. 
And when I went to pray* 
Tooke holy bead away * 

A hone a hone. 

Make Church to go 
Whether will or no 
lie dye* or I doe so* 
Grace a Christ* 
Poor Shone loves Popish Preist* 
Good Catholick thou seest 
A hone a hone. 
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-ANSWER. 

I PKiTHBB Shone make no more mone 
For thy Mr lost. 

I doe intend sometbing to spend. 
On Catholicks thus Crost. 
Take this small goifl. 
And with it make a shift ; 

And bee not thou bereft of thy minde> 
Allthough hee be unkind -, 
To leave thee thus behind 
To cry a kone» 

Buy thee some beere. 

And then some good ehecre> 

There's nought for thee too deare ; 

What ere ensue 
Be constant still and true. 
Thy country do not rue 

Nor cry a hone. 

Shone 

Good shentry men that do intend 

To. helpe poore Shone at*8 need 
Mine patron beer hath given mee beere 
And meat whereon to feed. 
Yea and money too 
And so I hope that you. 
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Will do M he did do for my reliefe> 
To ease my paine and greifb ^ 
lie eat no powdred beefe $ 
What ere ensue 
lie keep my fast 
As in times past^ 
And all my prayers and vowea I will renew 
Cause friends I find but few> 
Toore. Shane will stUl prove true^ 

And so adieu. 



A QUEI^ION. 



I ASKB thee whence those ashes were 
Which shrine themselves in plaits of haiie ? 
Unknown to me^ sure each monie dyes 
A phoenix for a sacrifice. 

I aske whence are thoseaires that flye 
From birds in sweetest harmony } 
Unknown to me^ but sure the choiee 
Of accents ecchoed fiK>m her voice. 

I aske thee whence those active fires 
Take %ht which glide through bumiaht aire ? 
Unknown to me^ unlesse ihere flyes 
A flash of lightning, from her eyes. 



U« MUtlfccMn'K. 

I aalu thee whence ttaoee niddy bloomee 
Pierce on her chediea on scailet gawaea ! 
Unkoowne to me i Sure tlwt wbich flyo 
Frhu fading roses, her cheek dyes, 

lie uk thee of the lilly, nbence 
It gaind that type of innocenoe ? 
Unknowae to me, eure natures decke 
Wu nviah'd firam her anowie aedai. 



THE REPLY. 

AsKB me no more, whither do stray 
The golden atomes of the dayj 
For in pure k>ve, hearen did prepare 
llioee powders, to enrich yiiur hure. 

ABke me no more whither doth haste 
The nightingal when summer's past ; 
For in your sweet devided throat 
She winters, and keepes \rarme her ooete. 

Aske me no more where those starres U^tt 
Whidi downewBTda stoop in dead of night; 
For in your eyes they sett, and tliere 
FbLed beccnue, aa in their ^leare. 
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Aske me no mare where Jaoe bestowes. 
When June is past^ the fading rose 3 
For in your beauties orient deep. 
All flowers as in their bedds do sleep. 

Aske me no more if east or west^ 
The phoenix builds her spiced nest ; 
For unto you at kst she flyes. 
And in your fragrant bosome dyes. 



THE MOCK-SONG. 

I TELL you true^ whereon doth light 
The dusky shade of banisht night. 
For in just vengeance heavens allow 
It still should shine upon your brow. 

I tell you true where men may seek 
The sound which once the owle did shreek. 
For in your false deviding throat 
It lyes, and death is in its noate. 

I tell you true whither do passe 
The smiling look out of a glasses 
It leapes into yom &ce> for there 
A falser shadow dolh appeare* 
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He tell you trae whither are Uowne 
The airy wheeles of thistle down. 
They fly into your mind, whoee care 
Is to be light as thistles are. 

I tell you true within what nest 

The stranger cuckoe*8 e^s do rest. 

It is your bosome which can keepe 

Nor him, nor him, where one should sleepe. 



THE MODERATIX. 

Ile tell you where another sun 
That setts^ as riseing it begun. 
It is my selfe who keepes one spheare 
And were the same if men so were. 

What need I tell, that life and death. 
May passe in sentence from one breath -, 
So issue from my equall heart 
Both love and scorn for mens desert. 

lie tell you in what heavenly hell 
An angell and a friend may dwell : 
It is myne eye whose glassy book 
Sends bade the gazers divers look. * 



lie tell you ill a divers scale 

One weight can up and downewards hale : 

You call me thistle^ you a rose ; 

I neither am^ yet both of those. 

lie tell you where both frost and fire 

In peace of common seat conspire ; t 

My frozen brest that flint is like^ 

Yet yeilds a fire if you will strike. 

Then you that lore^ and you that loath^ 
With one aspect I answer both ; 
For round about me glowes a fire^ 
Can melt and harden grosse desire. 



THE AFFIRMATIVE ANSWER. 

Oh no, heaven saw mens fancyes stray 
To idolize but dust and day -, 
That embleme gave that they might see. 
Your beautye's date but dust must bee. 

No Philomel when summers gon 
Hasts to the wood her rape to moane $ 
(Unwilling hers) a shamd to see 
Your (unlike hers) unchastity. 
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Oh no^ those starra flye but the sig^t 
Of what you act in dead of ni^t^ 
A shamd themselves should pandare pfove 
In your unsatiate beastly love. 

Oh no, that rose when June is past 
Lookes pale as with a poysonous blast ; 
And such your beauty, when as time 
Like winter shall oretake your prune. 

Oh no the Phcenix shuns the plaoe« 
And feares the lustfull fires t*embraoe. 
Of your hot brest and barren wombe^ 
As death or some perpetuall tombe. 



A DISCOURSE 
BETWEEN A POET AND A PAINTER. 

Poet, Painter, I prithee pendll to the life 
The woman thou wouldst wiUingly call wife^ 
Fashion her from the head unto the heel^ 
So perfect that but gazing thou mayst feel 
Pigtnaleons passion : colour her fiedre haiie. 
Like amber, or to something else more rare. 
Temper a white shall passe P^renean saow. 
To raise her temples^ and on it bestow 
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Such artificiall azure^ that the eye. 

May make the heart beleeve the marble skye. 

To perfect her had melted in soft raines. 

Lending a blew to brauuch her swelling veines 

Then Painter, to come lower, her sweet chin, 

I would have small and white, not much trench'd in *, 
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Nor alltogether plain, but such an one 

The nicest thought may judge equall to none. 

Her nose I would have comely, not too high. 

Though men call it, in physiognomy, 

A type of honour ; nor too low, for then 

Theyl say sha's known (God knowes) how many men \ 

Nor broad, noivflat, that's the hard favour*d mould : 

Nor thin, nor sharp, for then they le call her scold. 

Apparrell it in wch a speaking grace. 

That men may read mi^esty in her fece. 

Her lipps a paire of blushing twinnes so red, 

Nice fancy may depart away full fed. 

But, Painter, when. thou com'st unto her eye. 

There let thy pencLll play j there cunningly 

Expresse thy selfe, for as at feasts, so here 

The dainties I keep last to crown the cheer. 

Make her eye Love's sweet aignment, a look 

That may discourse, make it a weU writ book. 

Whereas in faire set characters of art. 

Men there may read the story of her heart. 

Whiter than white. If you would pourtray oughts 

Display her neck pure as the purest thought. 

To make her gratious give her a broad bretft 

Topt with two milkie mountains y dovrn her chest. 



Between those biDfl let Loves sweet vally lye. 
The pleasing thraldcHne of a love-sick eye. 
Still, Painter, to fall lower paint her waste 
Straight as the cedar, or the Norway mast. 
To take a modest step, let men but guesse 
By her neat foot a hidden handsomnesse. 
Thus, Painter, I would have her in each part, 
Remaine unmatcht by nature or by art. 
Canst thou doe this ? 

Painter, ^Yes sir. He draw a feature. 

You shall conclude that art hath out-done nature. 
The pendll sir, shall force you to contose. 
It can more lively than yotu* pen expresse. 

Poet, That by this then let me find. 
To this body draw a mind ; 
O Painter, to your pencUl fall. 
And draw me something retionaU: 
Give her thoughts, serious, secure, v 
Holy, chaste, religious, pure. 
From vertue never known to start. 
Make her an understanding heart. 
Seat the Graces in her mind, 
A well taught truth, a faith refin'd 
From doubts and jelousies; and give 
Unto her heart a hope may live 
Longer then time, untiU it be 
Perfected by eternity. 
Give her an honest loving mind. 
Neither too coy> nor yet too kind : 
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But let her equall thoughts so raise her^ 
Loose thoughts may £eare, and the chast praise her. 
Then^ Painter^ next observe this rule> 
A principle in ApeUes schoole ^ 
Leave not too much space between 
Her tongue and heart, *tis seldome seen 
That such tell truth f but let there be. 
Between them both a sympathy : 
For she whose tongue and heart keep even 
In every syllable, courts heaven : 
If otherwise, this maum know. 
False above* s not true below. 
Thus mind and bcdy let her be all over, 
A golden text bound in a golden cover. 
Canst thou doe this ? 

Painter. But sir, 'is't your intent 

I should draw her in both parts excellent ? 

Poet. It is. 

Paint. Then in plain words, not in dark sense to 
lurk. 
Find you the woman -, and 'He fall to work. 
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TO B. R. FOR HER BRACELETS. 

Ti8 not (deare lore) that amber twist 
Which circles round thy captive wrist. 
Can have the power to make me more 
Your prisoner then I was before. 
Though I that bracelet dearer hold. 
Than misers would a chaine of gold. 
Yet this but tyes my outward part. 
Heart-strings alone can tye my heart. 

'Tis not that soft and silken wreath. 
Your hands did unto mine bequeath 5 
Can bind with halfe so powerful! channes. 
As the embraces of your armes ; 
Although not iron bands (nly £ure) 
Can bind more fiercely than your haire. 
Yet that will chaine me most wiU be, 
• Your heart in true love's-knot to me. 

Tis not those beams, your haires, nor all 
Your glorious out-side doth me thrall 3 
Although your lookes have force enough 
To make the stateliest tyrants bow : 
Nor any juigell could deny. 
Your person his idolatry. 
Yet I do not so much adore 
The temple, but the goddesse more. 



J 
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If then my soul jou would confine 
To prison^ tye jour heart to mine ; 
Your noble vertues^ constant love^ 
The only powerfuiU chaines will prove 5 
To bind me ever^ such as those . 
The hands of death shall ne*re unloose. 
UntiU I such a prisoner be 
No liberty can make me free. 



ON TOM HOLLAND AND NELL COTTON. 

A LIGHT young man lay with a lighter woman^ 
And did request their tlungs might bee in common ; 
And gaVe her (when her good will he had gotten^ - 
A yard of Holland for an ell of Cotton. 



A WELCHMAN. 

JsNKiN a welchman having suites in law 
Joumying to London chance to steal a cow -, 
Por wMch (pox on her luck as ere man saw) 
Was burnt with in the fist^ her know not how. 
Being ask'd how well the case did with him stand 
Wee's have her now (quoth Jenkin) in her hand. 
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A WOBfAN THAT SCRATCHT HER HUSBAND. 

A WOMAN lately fiercely did assail 

Her husband with sharp speech^ but sharper nail ; 

On that stood by and saw her, to her sed 

Why do you use him so ? he is your head. 
He is my head (quoth she) indeed tis true, 
I do but scratch my head, and so may you. 



A MISTRIS. 



Hbr for a Mistris, would I faine enjoy. 
That hangs the lipp and pouts for every toy : 
Speakes like a wag, is bold, dares boldly stand 
And bid love welcome with a wanton hand. 
Laughs lowd, and for one blow wiU give you three 
And when shee*s stabbd, will fall a kissing me. 
If shee be modest wise and chast of life. 
Hang her shee*s good for nothing but a wife. 



ONE FIGHTING WITH HIS WIFE. , 

Msa and her husband Tom, not long agoe^ 
Were at it close, exdianging blow for blow. 
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Both being ^ager> both of a stout hearty 
Endured many a bang ere they would part. 
Peter lookt on & would not stint the strife^ 
He's curst (quoth he) that parteth man and wif«. 



AMBITION. 



Tub whistling windes me-thinkes do witnesse this^ 
No greif so great as to have liv*d in blisse. 
Then only this poore plain song will I sing. 
I was not borhe^ nor shall I dye a king. 
To leape.at honour is a daungerous case^ 
See but the gudgeons they will bite a pace. 
UntOl the fatall hook be swallowed downe^ 
Wherewith ambition angles for a crowne : 
Then be content and let the baite passe by. 
He hath enough that lives contentedly. 
But if thou must advancement have, then see 
This is the way thou must advanced be. 
True temporizing is the meanes to climbe 
There is no musick without keeping time. 



UPON A GARDINER. 

Could he forget his death ? that every houre 
Was emblem'd to it by the fading flowre : 

p2 
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Should he not mfaid his end ? yes needs he most. 
That stiU was oonversant 'mongst bedds of dost. 
Then let no onyon in an handehercber 
Tempt your sad eyes unto a needlesse feare ; 
If he that thinkes on death well lives & dyes^ 
The gardner sare is gon to paradise. 



ON HIS FIRST LOVE. 

My first love whom all beautyes did adorn 

Fireing my heart, supprast it with her soom. 

And since like tynder in my heart it lyes 

By every sparkle made a sacrifice. 

Each wanton eye now kindleth my desire 

And that is free to all which was entire. 

For now my wandring thoughts are not oonfin'd 

Unto one woman, but to woman-kind. 

This for her shape I love, that for her face. 

This for her gesture, or som other grace : 

And somtimes when I none of tliese can find, 

I chuse her by the kemdl not the rinde. 

And so do hope though my cheife hope is gone 

To find in many what I lost in one. 

And like to merchants which have some great 

Trade by retayle which cannot do in grosse. 

She is in fault, which caus'd me first to stray 

Needs must he wander, who hath lost his way; 
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Guiltlesse I am, she did the change provoke. 
Which made that charcole which at first was oke 
For as a looking giasse to the aspect. 
Whilst it was whole doth hut one feoe reflect 5 
But cract or broak in peeces, there is showne 
Many lesse faces, where was first but one^ 
So love unto my heart did first preferre 
Her image, and there planted none but her : 
But when twas crackt & martyrd by her scorne 
Many lesse foces in her seat were home. 
Thus like to tinder I am prone to catch 
Eadi filling sparkle, fit for any match. 



TO HIS MISTRIS. 

I WILL not doe sacrifice 
To thy fece, or to thy eyes 
Nor unto thy lilly palme 
Nor thy breath that wounding 

But the part 

To whic\i my heart 
In vowes is sealed. 

Is that mine 

Of blisse divine 
Which is concealed. 
Whitts the golden fruit to me 
So I may not shake the tree ^ 
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Wliat*8 thai golden ardutectore 
If I may not touch the nectar ? 
Bare exyoying all the rest 
Is but like a golden feast. 

Which at need. 

Can never feed 
Our love sick-wishes 

Let me eate 

^ubstantiall meat. 
Not view the dishes. 



TO HIS LETTER. 

Flt paper, kisse those hands 

Whence I am bard of late : 
She quickly will unloose thy bands, 

O wish me thine estate. 

* 
Appeare unto her eyes 

Though they do bume to fumes : 
For happy is the sacrifice^ 

Which heaven-fire consumes. 

Yet ev*n with this depart 
With a soft dying breath. 

Whisper the truths into her heart. 
And take them on thy death. 
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Tell her thou canst not now 
New oathes or give or take. 

Or to repeat the former vow 
Wee did each other make. 

Say thou cam'st to complain 

But not of love, nor her 
But on my fortune being fiune 

Thus absent to confore. 

When thou hast offered this 
Perhaps then for thy payne. 

She will impart to thee a kisse 
And read the ore againe. 

Perhaps when form my sake^ 
Her lipps have made thee blest^ 

That so embelmd thee, she will make 
Thy grave within her brest. 

Oh never then desire 
To rise from such a roome : 

Who would not leave his life t'aspire 
In death to such a tombe. 

And in these joyes excesse. 
Melt, languish, faints and dye j 

For might I have so good acoesse 
To her, ev'n so would I. 
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AN BPITAPH 
UPON HUKRY THE TAYLOR. 

WiTHiM this tombe is honest Hurry layd> 
Who in good fashion liv'd^ good fashion dj'd. 
T*is strange that death so soon cut off his thread 
Som say his end not full done> he was dead. 

But here the knot is, and I thus it soann 
He took a yard, whose due was but a spanu. 
How ere hee*s happy> and I know full well 
He's now in heaven sinee here he had his hell. 
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• SCYLLA TOOTHLESSE. 

ScVLLA is toouthlesse ; yet when she was young. 
She had both tooth enough, and too much tongue 
What should I ndw of toothlesse Sc^^ say? 
But that her toiagtte hath wome her teeth away. 



A VICAR. 



An honest Vicar riding by the way. 

Not knowing better how to spend the day 
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A blind man hearing him 9trai 
To whom (quoth he) with coine I cannot part. 
But god hless thee good man with aU my heart> 
O said the man the g^reater is my lo6se» 
When such as you do hlesse without a ciosse* 



ON A RIBBAND. 

This silken Wieath that drdes-in my arms 
Is hut an emblem of your mystick charmes i 
Wheiewith the magick of your beauty binds 
My captive soule> and round about it winds ; 
Time may weare out these soft weak bands, but those t 
Strong chaines ,oi brasse fate shall not discompose 
This holy relique may preserve my wiist^ 
But my whole frame by th*other doth subsist : 
To that my prayers and sacrifice, to this 
I only pay a superstitious kisse. 
This but ^eidoU, that the deity; 
Religion there is due, here ceremony. 
That I receive by fiuth, this but in trust > 
Here I may tender duty, there I must : 
This other like a laymaa I may bear 
But I become loves preist when that I weare ; 
This moves like ayre, that as the center stands. 
That knot your vertue tyes, this but your hands. 
That nature fram*d, but this is made by art 
This makes my arme your prisoner^ that my heart* 
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TO A GBNTLEWOBIAN, DESIRING A COPIfi 

OF VERSES. 

FiiiRB Madam^ cast those diamonds away. 
What need their torchlight in so bright a day : 
These show within your beauties glorious noon 
No more than spangles fixed in the moon : 
Such Jewells then the truest lustre beare 
When they hang dangling in an JEtkiop^s eare 
But placed neere a beauty^ thats so bright 
Like starres in day*time they are lost firom sight 
In this you do your sex a great abuse^ 
These are not pretious stemmes for womens use. 
Nature to men hath bettar Jewells sent. 
Which serve for active use not ornament. 
Then let us make exchange, since that those be 
Fitter for you, and these more fit for me. 



ON DR. CORBETT'S MARRIAGE. 

Come all yee Muses and rejoyce. 
At our ApoUoes happy choice. 
Phoebus has conquer*d Cupids dianne. 
Fair Daphne flyes into his arme. 
If Daphne be a tree, Ihen maike, 
ApoUo is become the barke. 
If Daphne be a branch of bay. 
He weares her fot a crowne to day : 



O liappy bridegrome which dost wed 

Thy sdfe unto a virgins bed. 

Let thy love burne with hot desire^ 

She lackes no oyle to feed the fire. 

You know not poore Pigmakons lot 

Nor have you a meere idoll got. 

You no Ixion, you no proud 

Juno makes imbrace a doud, 

Looke how pure Dianaes skin 

Appeares as it is shadowed in 
A crjrstall streame ; or kx>ke what grace^ 
Shines in fair Venus k>vely face ^ 
Whilst she Adonis courts and woes 
Such beautyes, yea and more than those, 
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Sparkle in her ; see but her soul^ 
And you will judge those beautyes foul. 
Her rarest beautye is within. 
She's fairest where she i£L not seen ; 
Now her perfection's character 
You have approv'd and chosen her. 
Oh precious she ! at this wedding. 
The Jewell weares the marriage ring. 
Her understanding's deep, like the 
Venetian Duke you wedd the sea, 
A sea deep, bottomelesse, profound. 
And which none but your selfe may sound. 
Blind Cupid shot not this love-dart. 
Your reason d^ose, and not your heart -, 
You knew her littlej^ and when her 
Apron wiks. but a mudceuder. 
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Wben tliai same oorraU which doth deck 
Her lippes, she wore about her nedi : 
Yoa courted her, you woed her not 
Out of a window j shee was got ^ 
And borne your wilb ; it may be se*d> 
Her cradle was her manriadge bed. 
The ring too was hiyd up for it 
Untill her finger was growne fit ; 
Tou once gave her to phiy wilJiall 
A babie^ and I hope you shall 
This day your aundent guilt renew. 
So she will do the same for you : 
In yirgin wax imprint upon 
Her brest your owne iu^pression. 
You may (there is no treason in*t^) 
Coine sterling, now you have a mint. 
You now are stronger than before^ 
Your side hath in it en ribb more. 
Before she was a kin to me 
Only in soul and amity. 
But now wee are, since shee your bride. 
In soul and bodye both allyde. 
T*is this hath made me lesse to doe. 
And I in one can honour two. 
This match a riddle may be styld. 
Two mothers now have but on child f 
Yet need we not a Salomon 
Each mother here enjoyes her owne. 
Many there are I know have try'd. 
To make h«r their owne lovely bride ; 
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But it is Alexanden lot^ 

To cut in twaine the Gordian knot : 

Claudia to prove that she was chaste 

Tyed but a girdle to her wast $ 

And drew a ship to Rome by land 

But now the world may understand | 

Here is a Claudia to iaire bride^ 

Thy spotlesse innoomce is tryed> 

None but thy girdle could have led^ 

Our Corbet to a marriage bed. 
Come all ye muses and rgoyce^ 
At this your nursling^s happy choyce : 
Come Flora straw the Mdemayds bed 
And with a garden crowne her head. 
Or if thy flowers be to seek. 
Come gather roses at her cheek* 

Come Hymen light thy torches, let 

Thy bed with tapers be beset. 

And if there be no fire by. 

Come light thy taper at her eye. 

In that bright eye there dwells a starre. 

And wisemen by it guided are. 
In those delicious eyes there be. 
Two little balls of ivory ; 
How happy is he then that may 
With these two dainty balls goe phiy. 
Let not a teare drop from that eye 
Unlesse for very joy to cry. 
O let your joy oon^ue; may 
A whole age be your wedding day. 



238 aWt ttt#tot%. 

Or like the guilt reflection of the winde. 
Or like th* abortive iMue borne behind^ 
Or like the four square circle of a riug^ 
Or Uke high downe a ding f, ding a ding. 
Sren andi is man who breathlesse without doubt 
Spake to anall purpose when his tongue was out. 

like the fresh cokmrs of a withered rose 
Or like a running verse that's writ in prose. 
Or like the nmbles of a tynder Ymxl, 
Or like a sound man, troubled with the pox. 
Or like to hobbnayles ooyn d in single pence^ 
Lest they should lose their preterperfect-t^icfe 
Ev*n such is man who dyed^ and yet did laughs 
To read these strong lines for his Epitaph. 



THE 
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THE EPISTLE DEDICATORY 

TO THE READER. 

Courteous Reader, I had not gone my fiill time, when 
by a sudden flight occasioned by the Beare and Wheel* 
banow on the Bank-side, I fell in travaile, and there- 
fore cannot call this, a timely issue, but a mischance, 
which I must put out to the world to nurse -, hoping 
it will be fostered with the greater care, because of its 
own innocency. The reasons why the Dedication is 
so generall, is to avoid carps in the fishpond of this 
world, for now no man may reade it, but must pa* 
tronize it. 

And most protect what be would greet perchance. 
If he were not the patron with def-iance. 

You see here I have much adoe to hold in my muse 
from her jimiping meeter : 'tis time to let slip. For as 
the cunning statuarist did by Alddes foot guesse at the 
proportion of his whole body, so doe I forbeare the 
apjdication of this simile and rest. 

Yours ever. 

J- S. 
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TO HIS WORTHY FRIEND MR. J. S. 

UPON HIS HAPPT INNOVATION OP PBNBLOPB AND 

YLTSSES. 

It toas no idlejancie, I beheld 

A reall ohiecty thai around did gUd 

The neighhouring vaUies and the mountaine topSj 

That sided to Parnassus, toitk the drops 

From her dishewld hayre^ I sought the cause. 

And loe, she had her dtoelling in thejaxjoes 

€>f pearly Hereon, assigned to bie 

Guide ore the comick straynes of poetry. 

She low'd her Eighty and soone assembled all. 

That since old Chaucer had iane leave to cafl. 

Upon her name in print : But the rabble 

Ofpamphleteers even from the court toth* stabkf 

Knights, and discarded capiaines, toith the scribe; 

Famous in 'voater-xwrJcs, besides the tribe 

Of the true poets, they attended on 

The birth of this great Convocation. 

Sacred Thalia^ in an angrie heat 

That toeU became her zeale, rosejrom her seat; 

And beckoningjbr silence, there disclaym*d. 

Protection of the poets, and then nanCd 

The cause of her revoke,Jor that f quoth she) 

So many panders *long to poetry : 
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A crue qficriUers that 'with hraxenjace 
ProttUute art and worke unto disgrace 
Mif patronage^ each calUng out on mee 
For midw/e to his bastard progenie. 
Thui standing as protectresse qfthoit brood 
My carets ill construed by the sister-hood. 
With that she paused a fJohUe, and glanc^st her eye 
Amongst the mingled pen^torightSf to descrie 
One to distinguish by a different styles 
DuB Latmua^om diinner Pindus soyle^ 
At length shejix*t on thee^ and then anon 
Proclaym^d the her selected champion. 
Then toas this worke presented to her eare. 
She smiled at it, amd wis pleas*d to heart 
Dunces so fufcU traduced; and by this rule, 
Discaoerd all that nere ivere of the schoole 
Of noble poesicf and them she threw 
Tarrejrcm her care and her acquaintance toos 
Thus faere they found and lost^ and this the test^ 
j^hey mrit in earnest wha^s here meant inject. 

JAME9 ATKINS. 
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TO HIS PRECIOUS FRIEND J. S. 

UPON HIS. GH0T8S CONCEIPT OF PBN&LOPS AND 

ULTSSE8* 

LoNCh'LOOK^T Jbr comes at last; twos sayd ofMe^ 

Pie use the proverb ; herein I am hold: 

For if the ancient poets don*t belie us - 

Nihil jam dictum quod non dictum prids : 

But let that passe : the thing I tiootdd intend^ 

With m^ unpolist lineSy is to commend 

A iDorke that may to an ingenious eare 

Be its &ume orator; for nothing here. 

But graters this stupid age, tvherein each mate 

That can but ri/me, is poet laureat. 

It is the scome of time , and for my part 

That at the best am but afoeind to art. 

My senses ake to heare the cry advance 

And dote upon the toorkes of ignorance; 

LetfooUs admire foUy : tohffe I thei 

That inio pastime tum*st their poetrie. 
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TO HIS SONNE, 



UFOir HIS MIHBRVA. 



Thou art my ton^ in that my choyse is spoke; 

Thime with thy fathers muse strikes equall stroke. 

It shewd more art in Viigil to relate. 

And make ii toorth tV heareing, his Gnaisjate; 

Then to conceive tohat those great mindes musi be 

That sought andjound outjruitfidi Italie. 

And such as read and do not apprehend 

And tdth applause the purpose and the end 

Of this neat Poem, in themselves c&nfesie 

A dull stttpiditie and barrennesse. 

Methinks I do behold in this rare birth 

A temple built up tojacetious mirths 

Pleasd Phoebus smiling on it; doubt not then. 

But that the suffrage ofjuditious men 

Will honour this Thalia; and for those 

That praise Sr. Bems^ or tuhats^Uforse in prose. 

Let them dwell stiU in ignorance* To write 

In a new strain, and from it raise delight 

As thou in this hast done, doth not by chance 

But merit, crowne thee with the laurell branch, 

PHILLIP MA88BN6ER. 
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TO HIS DEARE FRIEND MR. J. S. 

UPON HIS aUAINT INNOTATION OF PBNELOPE AND 

ULYSSES. 

^^^9 fiy «y ««*«, thu is the tyme if ever 

To try thy toings, now sore aloft or never ^ 

Importunejamefjbr *tis her hand must owe 

A glory to this temple. Bid her bloWy 

TiU her lungs crack, and call the world to see 

A worke thatjelse will i^ts owne trumpet he. 

I would not have the squeamish age tojeare 

Or slight my muse for bringing up the reare : 

Nor let the garish rabble looke a squint. 

As though I were one of their tribe in print .- 

It is a trust thatJUly does become 

My matchlessejreindship to have such a Rome 

For know no vulgar pen could ever glory 

To be the master of so choise a story, 

Blushf blushifor shame, yee wood^te^poets all. 

Here see yourjaces, let this glasse recall 

YourJauUs to your remembrance, numbers^ rym 

Your long parentheses, and verse thai cUme 

Up to the elbow; here you may descry 

Such stuffe as weaker wits cM poetry : 

From henceforth let no pedling rimers dare 

Prophane Thalias alters with such ware. 

For which great cure, this booke unto thy name 

Shall be a trophy qfimmcfrtaUfame, 

J. M, 
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TO HIS WORTHY FRIEND J. S. 

trPOir HIS RAPPT TRAHSLATION OF ULT88BS AND 

PBKBLOPB. 

Zbt joy paueue the wdversaU globe. 
The fvorke u donne, hright Sol is in his robe^ 
Let time and nature breathe, and let the arts. 
Pause here a xohile, they have perform' d their parts 
And as a man, ihatjrom the Alpes dothJaU 
Being in drinke, and has no hurt at all: 
When qftennards hee has considerd xveU, 
And veined the aUitude^Jrom whence hee fell. 
When in his sober thoughts hee has the hint onH 
It frights him moreCthen to endure the dint on*t^ 
Even so our author, when hee vekoes aright 
What time and industry have brought to ligki. 
May more be troubled both in mind and mt. 
To thinke tohai's donne, then in the doing it. 

If at the spring and birth-^ay of&iendai». 
Whom storyes treat qfjbr a man and more. 
If then I say there was such notice taken. 
That Wales and all her mountaniers were shakek. 
What alteration must there needes be now. 
To usher in thine issue I who kiumes how 



To f adorn thought ^ or t^ the starres in strings? 
Such must hU,leaming be that hem the$e things, 
Mc'thinks the ^pheares should Jalter^ and the sage 
Should from this time reckon another age^ 
Gossips shall make itjamous. It shall bee 
The common meatpole to posterity/ : 
The time o/*Edmonds and ^Gertrude's births 
Was three yeares after such a voorke camejbrth^ 
Then toas the great eclipse, and that the time 
When this mans granfather toas in his prime ; 
Hackster the back^suoord-man then broke his arme. 
That yeare old Honyman his bees did sujarme^ 
And iflguesse aright^ began that yeare 
The Hollanders plantation in York-shire. 
Thus shall all accidents be brought aboutf 
And this the onely time to find em out. 

Men did of old count Jirom the dayes of Adam^ 
And, Eve the spinster (no newes then tf Madam^) 
Some from Diana* s temple, that rare peece. 
Some from the stealing of the Golden Jleece ; 
From moderne matters som their reckoning make 
From the great voyage qfSr: Francis Drake, 
Other's from SB, and some there are 
That count from bringing of the Brook from Ware, 
But all these things shall be abolished quste. 
And no man now shall aprehend delightf 
To have a sonne a daughter or a neece. 
Their age not dated ivith this master-peece. 
More I mould say, much more ; but that Ifeaf 
My liberaU commendations mould appeare 
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LiJie to theguiei qfThebes^ tohere aU^ andsom 
Feard leti the dUy skatdd run out at 'uiic. 
Suck may my error be, tohilit here I singf 
Great Neptones anthems, to salute a springs 
But such a spring, as all that ere have seene it 
Con/esse theres nought but spirit qftoaters in it» 

And here let me excuse that prity elfe 
Thyfironard Muse that left thee to thy selfe; 
Whom thou uphraidstjbr fhat; which I replye. 
Was nought but adoantagious policy ; 
T*toas a good omen when she backward went 
That she would arme her selfe with double hint 
And so shee did, they'll say^ that doe peruse ore 
This seeming pampMet which anon ensues your 

Loving Friend. 

J. S. 
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THE AUTHOR TO HIMSELFK 

HiQU 0$ the Alpes my t&osring muse dos toing it^ 

To gnach the laurelljrom fames Jane^ ^fli^ it 

Even at thy cr&mne, thy crowne; 'tvhere may it sit, 

Till time it selfe^ being non-jdus'd, wither it. 

Each stroake that herein of thy pen made proqff 

Is like the stamp ofFegasus his hoqff 

And does uncurtaine inhere does sit and sing. 

The Hdioonians, round about the spring. 

I tush the tvorld this pamphlet had not seene. 

Or having veiva^d it^ it had faulty been. 

Then might I still have lov*d thee, crueUfate 

Has made the nofuo the object rfmy hate : 

For envy f cedes on merit, but believe mee, 

I love thy person, though thy vtorth does grieve me. 



L S. 
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THE PREFACE 

TO THAT MOST ELABORATE PIECE OP POETBY> 
ENTITULEO, PENELOPE AND ULY88B8. 

No^ I^ protest^ not that I wish the gaiiies 

To spoile the trade of mercenary hraines, 

I am indifferently bent^ so^ so^ 

Whether I ever sell my workes or no. 

Nor was't my aime when I took pen in fingers. 

To take implo3rment from the baUad-singers ; 

Nor none of these : But on a gloomy day. 

My genius stept to me^ and thus gan say; 

Liisten to me, I give you information. 

This history desenres a grave translation ; 

And if comparisons be free from slanders, 

I say, as well as Hero and Leanders. 

This said, I took my chaire, in colours wrought. 

Which at an outcry, with two stooles I bought. 

The stooles of Domix, which that you may know well 

Are ooiain stuffs, upholsters use to sell* 

Stuffs, said I ? No : some linsey-wolsey-monger mixt 

them. 
They were not stuff nor doth sure, but betwixt diem. 
The ward I bought them in, it was without 
Hight Faringdon^ and there a grcasie kmt 
Bid for them shillings six, but I bid seven, 
A sunmie that is accounted odd, not eeven : 
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The cryer thereat seemed to be willing, 

Qaoth he^ there's no man better then seven shilling, 

He thought it was a reasonable price. 

So struck upon the table, once, twice, thrice. 

My pen in -one hand, poi-knife in the other. 

My ink was good, my paper was no othen 

So sat me down, being with sadnesse moved. 

To sing this new song, sung of old by Ovid. 

But would you think, as I was thus preparing 

AH in a readinesse, here and there staring 

To find my implements, that th' untoward die. 

My Muse, should steal away, and hide her selle. 

Just so it was^ faith, neither worse nor better. 

A way she run, er*e I had writ a letter. 

I after her a pace, and beat the bushes. 

Rank grasse, firrs, feme, and the tall banks of rushei 

At last I found my Muse^ and wot you what, 

1 put her up, for lo she was at squat. 

Thou slut quoth I, hadst thou not run away, 

I had made verses aU this live-long day. 

But in good sooth^ o're much I durst not chide her. 

Lest she should run away, and hide her 

But when my heat was o*re I spake thus to her ; 

Why did*st thou play the wag } I'm very sure. 

I have commended thee^ above old Chaucer; 

And in a tavern once I had a sawcer 

Of white-wine vinegar, dasht in my face. 

For saying thou deservedst a better grace : 

Thou knowst that then I took a sawsedge up. 

Upon the knaves face it gave such a clap> 



That he repented him that he had spoken 
Against thy fame^ he struck hy the same token. 
I oft have sung thy meeters^ and sometimes^ 
I laught to set on others at thy rimes^ 
When that my Muse considered had this geare^ 
She sigh'd so sore^ it grieved my heart to heare^ 
She said she had done ill^ and was not blameless. 
And Pol/yhymney (one that shal be namelesse. 
Was present when she spoke it) and before her. 
My Muses lamentation was the soarer. ' 

And then to shew she was not quite uiddnde. 
She sounded out these strong lines of her minde. 



THE 



INNOVATION 



OF 
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O ALL ye (1) diptick spirits of the splueres 
That hsve or (2) sense to hear or (3) use of eares^ 
And you in number (4) twelve caelestiall signes 
That poets hare made use of in their lineSj 
And by which men doe know what seasons good 
To gudd their bore-piggs, and let horses blood ; 
List to my dolefull glee> 6 (5) list I say^ 
Unto the complaint of Penelopay . 

She was a lover^ I, and so was hee 

As loving unto her^ and he to (6) she : 

(1.) The harder the word is, the easier it ia to be understood. 
(S.y (3.) In varying the use of the senses, the anthor shewet him- 
selfe to be in his wits. 

(4.) There the anthor shewes himselfe to be weli versed in the 

(5.) Being twice repeated, it argues an elegfmt fancy in the poe^« 
(6w) To make ialse En^b, argnes as much knowledge as to make 
tme latin. 

r2 
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But marie bow things were alter'd in a moment 
VUfsses was a Gnecian born, I so meant 
To have inform*d you first, but since *t is or*e. 
It is as (7) well, as it had been before : 
He being as I said^ a Greek there rose 
A quarrell 'twixt the Trojans and their (8) foes, 
I mean the Gnecians, whereof he was (9) one. 
But let that pass, he was Laertes sonne. 
Yet least some of the difference be i^-norant. 
It was about a (1) wench, you may hear more (2) out 
Ih VirgUs ^neids, and in Homer too ; 
How Paris loy*d her, and no more adoe 
But goes and steales her from her husband : wherefore 
The Grecians took their tooles, and fighted therefore. 
And that you may perceive they were stout(3)ngiiiors. 
The combat lasted for the space of ten (4) years. 
This gallant bideing where full many a mother 
Is oft bereav'd of child, sister of brothe. 
His lady greatly longing for his presence 
(5) Writ him a letter, whereof this the sense. * 

(7.) Better once done then never. 

(8.) For aometimes there may happen a quneQ amongrt friends. 

(9.) TiU he was married, he could be bat one. 

(L) There is no mischiefe, bat a woman b at one end of it. 

(S.) The more joa heare on't, the worse yoal like It. 

(3.) There was a Spanish regiihent amongst then. 

(4.) That may be done in an houre, which we may repent mil oar 
Jufe after. 

(5.) Being up to the elbowes ui trouble, she expressed it in this 
line. 
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*^ My pretty duckf my pigmie^ my Ulysses, 
** Thy poor Penelope sends a (6) tJwusand hisses 
** As to her only joy ^ a hearty greeting; 

Wishing thy company j but not thy meeting 

With enemies^ andjiery spirits in armour^ 
" And vaihich perchance may do thy bedy harme^or 
** May take thee pisonery and dap oh thee holts 
** And locks upon thy legges^ such as toeare colts. 
*' Butmsend me toord, and e*re that thoutoant ransome 
'' Being a man so comely^ and so handsome^ 
^' lie seU my smocke bothjrom my bache and (7) belly 
*^ E're you voant money ^ meat^ or cloathes^ I tell yee. 

When that Ulysses, all in grief enveloped. 
Had markt how right this letter was Peneloped. 
Laid one hand on his heart, and said 't was guUtjr, 
Resting the other on his dagger-hUty, 
Thus gan to speake : O thou that dost controule 
All heauties else, thou hast so bang*d my soule 
With this thy lamentation, that I sweare, 
I love thee strangely, without wit or fear ; 
I could have wish*d (quoth he,) my selfe the paper 
Inke, standish, sandbox, or the burning taper. 
That were the instruments of this thy writeing' 
Or else the stool whereon thou sat*st inditing : 
And so might have bin neer that lovely breech 
That never yet was troubled with the (8) itch* 

(6.) £ven reckoning, makes long friends. 
(7.) As a padding ha's two ends, so a smock ha's two rides. « 
(8.) As love doth comiionly break out into an itch, yet with her 
it did not lo. 
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And with the thought of that^ his sorrow doubled 
His heart with wo, was .so cuflPd and comufoled. 
That he approvM one of his hidyes verses, 
(The wMch my author in lus booke rehearses) 
'Tis true quoth he, (9) loves troubles make me tamer. 

Res est solidti plena timoris amor. 
This said, he blam*d himselfe, and chid his folly 
For being so ore-rul'd with meUnehoUy, 
He callM himself, fool, eoxecombe, asse, and fop. 
And many a scurvy name he reckoned up. 
But to himself, this language was too rough. 
For certainly the man had wit enough : 
For he resolves to leave his Trojan foes. 
And go to see his love in his best doaths. 

But marke how he was crossed in his intent. 
His friends suspected him incontinent : 
And some of them supposed he was in love. 
Because his eyes all in his head did move. 
Or more or less then used, I know not which 
But I am sure they did not move so mich 
As they were wont to doe : and then 'twas blasted. 
Ulysses was in love, and whilst that lasted 
No other newes within the camp was sp(^e of. 
And many did suppose the match was broke off. 
But he concealed himself, nor was o*re hasty 
To shift his cLoaths, though now grown somewhat nasty. 

But having wash'd his hands in pewter bason. 
Determines for to get a girle or a son, 

(9.) There the author transUtee o«t of Chiid,>as Beo Johnson dsfi 
in Sejanus oat of Homer. 



On jfoir Penelope, for he look*d trunxner 

Then young Leander when he leam'd htf (1) primer^ 

To Grsce he wends apace> for all his hope 
Was only now to see f aire Penelope : 
She kemb*d her headj and wash'd her fiioe in creame 
And pinchM her cheeks to make the (2) redde bloud 

stream 
She don'd new cloaths^ and sent the old ones packingj 
And had her shoes nib*d over with lamp (3) blacking. 
Her new rebato^ and a foiling band. 
And rings with severall poesies on her hand. 
A stomacher upon her breast so bare. 
For strips and gorgets was not then the weare. 

She thus adom'd to meet her youthf^ lover 
Heard by a post-boy^ he was new come oyer : 
She then prepares a banquet very neat 
(4) Yet there was not a bit of butchers meat 
But pyes, and capons, rabbits, larkes, and fruit ; 
Orion on a dolphin, with his (5) harpe. 
And in the midst of all these dishes stood 
A platter of pease-porridg, wondrous good. 
And next to that the god of love was plac'd^ 
His image being made out of rye-paste^ 

(1.) By this yoa may perceive, that primert were first prihttd at 
Abides. 

(9.) For distinctioQ sake, because many mens noses bleed white 
blood. 

(3.) Black is the beauty of the shoe. 

(4.) Because a cow, was amongst the ancient Grecians called a 
Neat, Oesner in his Etymolog. lib. 103. torn 16. 

(5.) Better &lnfye tbe lina, then the stery, &c 
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To make that good^ which the old proverb speaks 
[Ibe one thie hearty 'tother the belly breaks*] 

Vlyuet seeing himself a welcome guest 
Resolves to have some fidlers at the feast : 
And 'mongst the various consort choosing them 
That in their sleeves the armes of Agamem^ 
NoH, in the next verse^ wore : cry'd in a rage 
Sing me some song made in the iron-age. 
The iron-age^ quoth he that used to sing ? 
This to my mind the black-smith*s song doth bring 

The black-smiths^ quoth Ulksesf and there hoi- 
lowethj 

Whoope! is there such a song } Lefsha't Itfol- 
loweth^ 



THE BLACK-SMITH. 

As It was song before IHyMtet sihd Pendope at tbeir Feast, when he 
retained from their Tnifan TTorrt, collected oat of Homer, VirgiU. 
and Ovid, by some of the moderae Familie of the Fancies. 

Of all the trades that ever I see^ 

There's none with the Blacksmith compared may be> 

With so many severall tooles workes hee 

Which nobody can deny^ 
The first that ever thunderbolt made> 
Was a Cyclops of the Blacksmiths trade. 
As in a learned author is saydji 

Which nobody f Sfc^ 



When thnnderingly we lay about 
The fire like lightening flasheth out ; 
Which suddoinly ^th water wee d'out. 

Which no, S^c, 

The fayrest godesse in the skyes 
To marry with Vulcan did devisej^ 
Which was a Blacksmith grave and wise 

Which, Sfc. 

Mulciber to do- her all right 

Did build her a towne by day and by nighty 

Which afterwards he Hammersmith hight 

Which, S^c. 

And that no enemy might wrong her 
Hee gave her fort she need no stronger. 
Then is the lane of Ironmonger^ 

Whichf Sfc. 

Vulcan farther did acquaint her 

That a pritty estate he would appoynt her. 

And leave her Seacoale-lane for a joynture. 

Whichf Sfc, 

Smithfdld he did free from dirt. 

And he had sure great reason for't 

It stood very neare to *venus court • TumemiU tiretk 



Which, Sfc, 



But after in good time and tide. 
It was to Hhe- Blacksmiths rectifyed. 
And given'em by Edmond Ironside, 



Whichf Sfc. 
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At last * he made a nett or traine, * ^t^^M"* 

In wUch the god of warre was t*ane^ 
Which ever since was called Pauls-chaine 

Which, Sfc. 

The common proverb^ as it is read^ 
That we should hit the nayle o*the head : 
Without the Blacksmith cannot be said. 

Which, Sfc. 

There is another must not be fbigot 
Which falls unto the BlacksmUhs lot. 
That we should strike while the i'rons hott. 

Which, Sfc. 

A third lyes in the Blacitmith* way 
When things are safe aa old-wives 6ay> 
They have *em under lock and key. 

Which, Sfc. 

Another proverb makes me laugh 
Because the Smith can challenge but halfe; 
When things are as plaine as a pike staffe. 

Which, Sfc. 

But*tother halfe to him does belong ; 
And therefore, do the Smith no wrong. 
When one is held to it hard, buckle and thong. 

Which, Sfc. 

Then there is a whole one proper and fit 
And the Blacksmith's justice is seene in it. 
When you givea man rostmeat and beat him withspitt. 

Which, Sfc, 



i 
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A nother proverb does seldome fayle. 
When you meet with naughty beere or ale. 
You cry it is as dead as a dore nayle, 

Whichy Sfc. 

If you stick to one when fortunes wbeele 

Doth make him many losses feele 

We say such a friend is as tnie as Steele. 

Which, Sfc, 

Ther*s one that^s in the Blacksmith* s bookes. 
And from him alone for remedy lookes. 
And that is he that is offo*the hookes. 

Whichf 4^. 

Ther*s ner*a slutt, if filth over-smutch her 
But owes to the Blacksmith for her leatcher : 
For without a payre of tongs no man will touch her 

Which, Sfc, 

There is a lawe in merry England 

In which the Smith has some command 

When any one is burnt in the hand ; 



Which^ Sfc. 



Banbury ale a halfe-yard-pott. 
The devDl a tinker dares stand to*t 3 
If once the tost be hizzing-hott. 



Which) Sfc. 



If any taylor has the itch. 

Your Blacksmith^ s water, as black as pitchy 

WiU make his fingers goe thorow-stitch. 

Whichf Sfc, 
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A sullen- woman needs no leech> 
Your Blacksmiths beUowes restores her speech 
And will fetch her againe with wind in her breech. 

Which, Sfc. 

Your snuffling Puritans do surmise^ 
That without the Blacksmiths mysteries^ 
5*.' Peter had never gotten his keyes^ 

Which eoery one can deny. 

And further more there are of those 
That without the Blacksmiths help do suppose 
St: Dunstan had never tane the divel by the nose 

WRich nobody can deny. 

And though they are so rigid and nice 

And rayle against drabs^ and drinke, and dice. 

Yet they do allowe the Blacksmith his vice 

Which, &c. 

Now when so many hieresies fly about. 
And every sect growes stOl-more in doubt. 
The Blacksmith he is hammering it out. 

Which, &c. 

Though seijeants at law grow richer feur. 
And with long pleading a good cause can marr 
Yet your Blacksmith takes more pains at the barr> 

Which, &c. 

And though he has no commander's look 
Nor can brag of those he hath slajrn and took. 
Yet he is as good as ever strooke^ 

Whichf &c. 



For though he does lay on many a blow 

It rumes neither freind nor foe ; 

Would our plundering-souldiers had don so. 

Which everif one can deny. 

Though banknipts lye lurking in their holes 
And laugh at their creditors, and catchpoles. 
Yet your Smith can fetch em over the coales. 

Which nobody can deny. 

Our lawes do punish severely still. 

Such as counterfit, deed, bond, or bill. 

But your Smith may freely forge what he will 

Which, &c. 

To be a jockey is thought a fine feat. 

As to trayne up a horse, and prescribe him his meat 

Yet your smith knowes best to give a heat. 

Whichy &c. 

The roreing-boy who every one quayles 

And swaggers, & drinks, & sweares and rayles. 

Could never yet make the Smith eat his nayls. 

Which, &c 

Then if to know him men did desire. 

They would not scome him but ranck him higher 

For what he gets is out of the fire. 

Which, &c. 

Though Ulysses himselfe has gon many miles 
And in the warre has all the craft & the wiles. 
Yet your Smith can sooner double his files. 

Which, &Cr 
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Sayst thoa so, quoth Ulysses^ and tboi lie £d caH 
For wine to drinke to the BlacJc-smUhs aU^ 
And he vowed it should go round as a ball 

Which nobody should deny. 

And cause he had such pleasure t*ane^ 

At this honest fidlers merry straine^ 

He gave him the Horse-Shoe in Drury-lane 

Which nobody can deny. 

Where his posterity ever since 

Are ready with wine^ both Spanish and French^ 

For those that can bring in another dench 

Which nobody can deny. 

The song being don they drank the health, they rose 
They wo*d in verse^ and went to bed in prose. 



A PROLOGUE 



TO THE MAYOR OF QUINBOROUGH. 

Lob I the Maior of Quinborough Town by name> 

With aU my brethren saving one that's lame ; 

Are come as fast as fyery mil-horse gallc^^ 

To meet thy grace, thy Queene, & her fair trollops. 

For reason of our comming do no look> 

It must be don, I finde it i*th town-book : 

And yet not I my selfe, I scorae to read» 

I keep a clarck to do these jobbs at need. 



And mm rispect a rare oonceipt before Thong casUe 
seethee^ 

Reach me the things to give the King^ that othe too^ 
I prethee. 

Now here they be^ for Queene and thee^ the guift's all 
Steele^ and leather^ 

But the conceit of mickle weight, and here they're com 
together^ 

To shew two loves must joyne in one, our towne pre- 
sents to thee^ 

This gilded scabberd to the Queene, this dagger unto 
thee. 



A SONG. 



Heb that a happy life will lead. 

In these times of distraction. 

Let him list*n to me and I will him read 

A lecture without faction. 

Let him want three things whence misery springs. 

They all begin with a letter. 

Let him bound his desires to what nature requires. 

And with reason his humor fetter. 

Let not his wealth prodigious grow. 
For that breeds care and dangers ^ 
Makes him envi'd aboTe> and hated below. 
And a constant slare to strangers. 






870 dKit ]ftf#toKl»* 

They're happiest of alLwhofle estata are small 
Though but enough to maintain 'um 
They may do, they may 8ay> having nothing to pay^ 
It will not quit cost to arraigne u*m. 

Nor would I have him dogged with a wife> 

For househould care and cumber. 

Nor to one place confine a mans life : 

Cause he cannot remove his lumber. 

They are happier farr that imwedded are> 

And forrage on all in common. 

For all stormes they may flye, & if they shoul dye 

They undo neither child nor woman. 

Nor let his braines overflow with witt. 

That savours on discretion -, 

"Ha costly to get and hard to keep 

And dangerous in the possession. 

They are happyest men that can scarce tell ten. 

And beat not their braines about reason ; 

They may say what wOl serve, themselves to presenre. 

And their words are neare tak'n for treason. 

Of fools there is none like to the witt 

For he takes paines to show it. 

When his pride and his drinke brings him into his fit ^ 

Then straight he must be a poet 

Now his jests he flings at states and at kingsi 

For applause of bayes and shaddofwes ^ 
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Thinkes a verse serves as vreU^ as circle or spell 
Till he rhimes himselfe to the Barbadoes. 

He that within his bounds will keep^ 

May baffle all dysasters j 

To fortune and fate commands he may give 

Which worldlings call their masters ; 

He may dance> he may laugh^ he may sing» he may 

quaffe> 
May be mad^ may be sad may be joUy> 
He may walk without fear> and sleep without care^ 
And a fig for the world and its folly. 



THE DRUNKEN LOVER. 



J. D. DBLIOHT. 



I ooTE, 1 dote, but am a sott to show*t^ 

I was a very fbol to let her know't ; 

For now she doth so cuning grow> 

She proves a^freind worse then a foe : 

She wiU not hold me fast nor let me goe> 

She tells me, I cannot forsake her ; 

Then straight 1 endeavor to leave her. 

But to make me stay throw's a kisse in my way^ 

Oh then I oould tairy for ever. 
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Thien I relire> salute, and sit dofwn by her. 

There do I frye in fh>6t, and freeze in fire. 

New nectar from her lipps I sup. 

And though I do not drink all up 5 

Yet am I drunk with kissing of the cup : 

For her li|lps are two brimmers of ckrret. 

Where first I begin to nusearry : 

Her brests of ddight, are two bottks of white. 

And her eyes are two cups of Canary. 

Drunk as I live, dead dmnk beyond reprieve 

For aU my secrets dribUe throiigh a sire. 

Her arme about my neck she laith. 

Now all is Scripture that she saith 

Which I lay hold on, with my fuddled faith, 

I find a fond lover's a drunkard 3 

And dangerous is when he flyes out. 

With hipps and with lipps, with black eyes and white 

thighes. 
Blind Cupid sure tippled his eyes out. 

She bids me. Arise, teUs me I must be wise. 

Like her, for she is not in love she cryes ;. 

Then do I fret and fling and Ukrow, 

Shall I be fettered to my fbe? > 

Then I begin to run but caimot goe 

I pray thee, sweet, use me more kindly. 

You had better for to hold me last, > 

If you once disengage your Iwd ttmai hia eaget^ 

Bdeeve me heele leave you at last. 
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Lik a sot I sil< tfait fild the towae wiUi.witt^ 

But now conJGesM I haTe mo6t need o( it ; 

I have been dmnk with duck and deare^ 

Above a quarter o£ a yeare : 

Beyond the cure of sleeping or small he^act, 

think I can number the montha to, 

July^ August, September, October 

Thus goes my account a misdkeife upon.'t 

But sure I shall goe when I am sober* 

My legs are lame, my courage is qu^ taiB!de« 

My heart and all my body is inflamde ; 

Now by experience I can prove. 

And sweare by all the powers above, 

Us better to be drunk with wine then love. 

Good sack makes us merry and witty. 

Our faces with Jewells adorning ; 

And though that we giope yet there is some hope 

That a man may be sober next morning. 

Then with command she throwes me fnom her hand. 

She bids me goe yet know^d I caaiiot standi 

I measure all the ground by tripps. 

Was ever sot so (farank in aipps> 

Or ever man so over seene tsr %pfl, 

I pray, maddam fickle, be faithful!. 

And leave off your damnaWa dodgi»g> 

Pray do not deceive me, eitibeF k»ve me or leave me» 

And let me go home to my lodging. 
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I lore too much but yet my follie's such 

I cannot leave, I must love to'ther touch. 

Heres a health unto the king, how now } 

I am drunk and sp^ treason I vow ; 

Lovers and fooles say any thing you know, 

1 feare I have tyred your patience. 

But I am sure, tis I have the wrong on*t. 

My wit is bereft me ; for all that I have left me 

Will but just serve to make me a song on*t. 

My mistris and I shall never comply. 

And there is the short and the long on't. 



TO TEflB TUNE OP THE BEGINNING OF THE WORLD. 

R. P. DBLIGHT. 

O MOTHER, chave bin a batchdour. 

This twelve and twanty yeare ; 
And I*ze have often beene a wowing. 

And yet cham never the neare : 
Jone Gron^aU cheel ha' non s*mee, 

Ize look so like a lowt } 
But I vaith, cham as propper a man as zhe 

Zhee need not be zo stout. 

She zaies if ize cond daunce and zing, 

As Thomas MUler con. 
Or cut a cauper, as little Jack Taylor : 

O how chee*d love me thon. 
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But zof^ and faire^ chil none of that^ 

I vaith cham not zo nimble : 
The tailor hath nought to troul^e his thought. 

But his needel and his thimble. 

O zon^ th*art of a lawful! age. 

And a jolly tidy boy, 
Ide have thee try her once againe. 

She can but say thee nay : 
Then O gramarcy mother. 

Chill zet a good vace o*the matter. 
Chill dresse up my zon as fine a^ a dog 

And chill have a fresh bout at her. 

And first chill put on my Zunday parrell 

That's lac*t about the quarters ; 
With a paire of buckram slopps. 

And a vlanting pair of garters. 
With my sword tide vast to my zide. 

And my grandvathers dug'en and dagger 
And a peacocks veather in my capp 

Then oh how I*ch shall swa^er. 

Nay tak thee a lockrum napkin son. 

To wipe thy snotty hose, 
T's noe matter vor that, chill snort it out. 

And vlurt it athart my cloths : 
Ods bodikins nay fly away, 

I prethee son do not so : 
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Be mannerly son tiU tliou cftnst tdl> 
Whether sheele ha' thee or noe^ 

But zirrah mother harke a while 

Whoes that that comes so near ? 
Tis Jone GrumbaU, hold thy peace^ 

For feare that she doe heare. 
Nay on*t be she>.iMtt dresse my words 

In zuch a scholards graee^ 
But Tirst of aU diall take my hond6> 

And lay them athwart her vace. 

Good morrow my honey, my suggar-candyj 

My little pretty mouse, 
Cha hopes thy vather and mother be weU, 

At home at thine own house. 
Teh am zhame vac't to show my nuad, 

Cham zure thou kaowst my arrant: 
Zum zen. Jug, that I mfun a thee. 

At leaiore sir I warrant. 

You must (sir downe) is for the king. 

And not for such a mome. 
You might have «aad, by leave iaate maid. 

And let your (must) alodk. 
Ich am noe more fior downe thats vlat, 

Cham in my Zunday parpeli, 
l*ch came vor love and I pray 80 lak% 

Che hopes che will not quaifdL 



I 

J 



O RoUin dost thou love me so well } 

I Taitfa^ abomminatioii. 
Why then you should have framed your words 

Tnto a finer fashion. 
Vme vashions and vine speeches too 

As schollards volks can utter^ 
Chad wrather speak but twa words plaine 

Thon haulfe a score and stutter. 

Chave land, chave houss, chave twa vat beasts, 

Thats better thon vine speedies ; 
T's a signe that fortune favours fooles 

She lets them have such riches. 
Hark how she comes upon mee now^ 

I'd wish it be a good zine, 
He» that would steale any wit^rom thee. 

Had need to rise betime. 



AN OLD SONG. 

Back and sides go bare, go bare^ 
And feet and hands go cold. 
But let my belly h^ve ale enough 
Whether it be new or old. 
Whether U be new or old, 
BoyeSf voihether it be new or oLd : 
But let my beUy have ale enough. 
Whether it be new or old. 
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A beggar's a thing as good as a 
If yoa aske me the reason why 
For a king cannot s wa ggei' 
And drink like a beggar 
No king so happy as I : 



Some call me knave and rascall shtve^ 

Bat I know^ how to collogue 

Come upon mn^ and upon 'um; 

Will your worships and honour um« 

Then I am an honest rogucj then I 

Come upon um> and upon *um will your worships : 

If a flurt flye away where he oonkes his stay. 

Can any man think or suppose } 

For a fart cannot tell, when its out where to dwdl^ 

UnUsse it be in your nose, 

Unlesse it be in your nose boyes, 

UtUesie it be in your note. 
For a text cannot tell, when its out where to dwells 

Unlesse it be in your nose. 
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THE SOWGELDERS SONG, 

IH TBS BSOOBH8-BUSB. 

I MET with the diyell in the shape of a ramme. 

Over and over the sow-gelder came, 

I took him and haltred him fiist by the horne. 

And pickt out his stones as you*d pick out your comes. 

Oh quoth the divell and with that he shrunk. 

And left me a carkase of mutton that stunk. 

Walking alone but a mile and a halfe, 

I saw where he lay in the shape of a calfe; 

I took him and gelt him e*re he thought any erill. 

And found him to be but a sucking divell. 

fila quoth the divell and dapt down his taile. 

And that was sold after for excellent veale. 

I met with the divell in the shape of a pigge, 

I look't at the rogue, and he look't something bigge -, 

E're a man cold fart thrice, I had made him a hogge. 

Oh quoth the divell and then gave a jerke 

That the Jew was converted by eating of porke. 

In woman's attire I met liim full fine, 
I took him at least for an angell divine ; 
But viewing his crabb-face I fell to my trade. 
And I made him forsweare ever acting a maid. 






qnoth the divdl^ and so ranne awayj 

And hid him in a fryers gray weeds^ as they say. 

For halfe a yeare after it was my great chance 
To meet with a gray coate that lay in a trance^ 

1 took him and I graspt him fast by the codds ; 
Betwixt Us tongue aad his «>ae I left UMe odds. 
Oh^ quoth the divell^ mudi harme hast thou done^ 
Thou art sure to be coned of many a man. 

My ram^ caUe^ my poike^ my pmric^and my f(yar> 
I have left tlmn uatoiiish't of then- best lady ware 5 
And now he runs roaring from alehouse to taveme. 
And sweareshee'Ie tnm tutor to Hk swaggering gdlant: 
But if I catoh him lie serve him no worse 
For Be lib hun^ and leave him not a peny in hm purse. 



A SONG. 



Thbbb merry ladds met at the Rose 
To apeak the praises of the nose^ 
The nose which stands in middle place 
Sets out the beauty of the face 5 
The nose with which we have begunne> 
Will serve to make our verses runne> 

Invention often barren grawes ; 

But still their's matter in the nose. 
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Hie nose is ttf 80 high a prioe. 
That men prefer't before IAmot eyes ; • 
And no man conntB him fat has friend. 
That boldly takes his IIO06' by the end. 
The nose that bke Eur^nu^kmB, 
TJk sea that did the wisenao pose. 
Invention^ S^c, 

The nose is of as maay kiads^ 
As mariners can leckbn 'winds. 
The long, tiie shott, the node displayil^ 
The great Hose nrhieh did liigfat'tiie maid i 
The nose tlunough whkh 4te btother4iood 
Did pariey for their sisters good* 
Invention^ S^c. 

The flat, the sharp, the toman snout. 
The hawkes nose circled tDundaboat : 
The crooked nose that stands awry. 
The ruby nose of scarlet dye. 
The brazen-nose withont a fisoe 
That doth the Iciittiied colledge grace ; 
Inventum^ S^, 

The long nose when the teeth appeare. 
Shews what's a clock if the day be dear. 
The broad nose stands in buckler place. 
And takes the blowes from off the fiice ; 
The nose being plaine without a ridge. 
Win serve sometimes to make a bridge. 
InventioUf 8fc, 
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The short nose is the lovers blisse^ 
Because it hinders not a kisse. 
The toating nose is a monstrous tilings 
That's he that did the bottle bring : 
And he that brought the bottle hither. 
Will drink; oh monstrous! out of measure. 
Iwoentton^ ifc. 

The fiery nose, in lanthomes stead, 
Vnai light its master to his bed; 
And who so ere that treasure owes, 
Growes poore in purse, though ridi in nose. 
The brazen nose that*s o're the gate, 
' Bfaintaines ftill many a Latin*pate. 
InvenHofif Sfc, 

If any nose take this in snuife. 
And think it more then is enough ; 
We answer them, we did not fear. 
Nor think such noses had been here. 
But if there be^ we need not care ; 
A nose of wax our statutes are. 
Invention now is barren growne ; 
The matters out, the nose is blown. 



J 
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PHILLADA FLOUTS ME. 



Oh ! wliat a pain is love^ 
How shall I bear it ? 
Shee will inconstant prove^ 
I greatly feare it. 
Shee so torments my mind^ 
That my strength fiiileth; 
And wavers with the wind^ 
As a diippe that saileth. 
Please her the best I may^ 
Shee looks another way. 
A lack and well a day 
PhiUada floutes me. 

AU the foir yesterday. 
She did passe by me ; 
She look*t another way. 
And would not spye me. 
I woo'd her for to dine. 
But could not get her. 
WiU had her to the wine, 
Hee might intreat her. 
With Daniel she did dance. 
On me she look't a sconce. 
Oh thrice unhappy chance, 
PhiUada floutes me. 



Faire maid^ be not so coy> 
Doe not dudaine me : 
I aia my mothers joy 
Sweet entertain me. 
Sheel give me wlien she dyes^ 
All that Is fittings 
Her pouUiey and her bees 
And her geese sitting* 
A paire of mattrisse bedds> 
And a bagge AiH of shradds* 
And yet.lbr all tids goods, 
PhiUada .floutes m^ < 

She hath a.doute of mine 
Wrought with good C^oemtty^ 
Which she ke^ for a signe 
Of my fidelitie. 
But i'&ith^ if she flinch^ 
She shall not weare it. . 
To Ttbb my. tother w^nch 
I mean to beare ii^ 
And yet it grieves my heaJrt, ^ 
So soon fioni her U>.part. . 
Death strikes me wil^ his dact^ 
PhiUada flonles me. 

Thon shallt eate curds & cream^ 
All the year lasting^ . 
And drink the 4?hrifttalV.stg^»m, 
Pleasant in tasting ; 



J 
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Wigge and wlwy whilst thou heaak. 
And ramble berry 5 
Pye-lid and pasty crusty 
Pears^ plums^ and cherrey* 
Thy raiment shalbe thin^ 
Made of a weavers sldn^ 
Yet all*s not worth a pinne^ 
PhiUada floutes me. 

Fair maidens^ hacre a carc^ 
And in time take me^ 
I can have those as fair. 
If 3^oa forsake me* 
For DvU the dairy-maide> 
Laught on me lately^ 
And wanton fVini/tid 
Favours me greatly. 
One throws milk on mj doiiKS, 
T* other playes with my nose ; 
What wanton signea are thote ? 
PAt^^ flouts me. 

I cannot work, and sleefi 
All at a season ; 

LfOve wounds my heart so decpy 
Without all reason* 
r gin to pine a iimy» 
With greife and sorrow^ 
Like to a fatted beast^ 
Pen'd in a meackmr. 



/ 
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I ahaU be dead I fen. 
With in this thousaiid yeere ; 
And all fbr very feaie. 
PhiUada flouts me. 



TH£ MILK-MAIDS. 

Walkiiwo betimes dose by a green wood side, 
Hy tranonny, nonny with hy tranonny no ; 
A payre of lovely milk maides there by chance I spide 
With hy tranonny nonny no> with tranonny no. 

One of them was foire 
As feir as fair might bee ; 
The other she was browne> 
With wanton lowling eye. 

Syder to make sfllibubbs, 
lliey carryed in their pailes; 
And snggar in their purses^ 
Hung dangling at their tailes. 
Wast-coats of flannell^ 
And petty-coats of redd. 
Before them mOk white nspotiA, 
And straw-hats on their heads, 

Silke poynts, with silver taggs, 
A bont their wrists were «hown ; 
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And jett*riiig8, with poesies 
Yours more then his otune. 

And to requite their lovers poynts and rings^ 
They gave their lovers braoelets> 
And many pretty things. 

And there they did get gownes 
All on the grasse so green. 
But the taylor was not skilfully 
For the stitches they were seen. 

Thus having spent the long sununers day. 
They took their nut browne milk ]^es^ 
And so they came away. 

Well fare you merry milk maids 
That dable in the dew 
For you have kisses plenty. 
When ladyes liave but few. 



THE OLD BALLET OF SHEPHEARD TOM. 

As I late wandred over a plaine. 
Upon a hill piping I spide a shepliards swaiAe : 
His slops were of green, his coat was of gray. 
And on his head a wreath of willow & of bay. 

T 
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He 8igh*d and be pip*t» 

His eyes he often wip*t. 

He curst and ban*d the hoy, 

Th^ first brought his atinof : 
Who with the fire of desire^ so inflam'd bis minde^ 
To doate upon a lasse; so various & unkinda. 

Then bowlings be threw his whistle a way. 
And beat his heeles agen the ground whereon he lay 
He swore & be star*d be was quite bereft of bope^ 
And out of his scrip he pulled a rope : 

Quoih be^ the man that wboes> 

With me prepare his noose; 

For rather then lie fiy. 

By hemp lie choose to dy. 
Then up be rose^ & be goes streight unto a tree^ 
Where he thus oomplaines of bis lasses cruelty^ 

A pox upon the divell> that ever twas my lot« 
To set my love upon so wpoddish a trot 
Had not I been better took lone of the mill, 
Kate of the creame bouse^ or bony bouncing Nell .* 

A proud word I speak 

I bad them at my beck ; 

And they on holydayes 

Would give me prick and praise. 
But PhilUs she was to me dearer then my ey/es. 
For whom I now indure these' plaguy miseryes. 
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Oft have I woo'd her with many a teare. 

With ribband for her head tire^ and hioes from the fayre. 

With bone-lace and with 8hoone> with bracelets and 

with pinns^ 
And many a toy besides : good god foi^ive my sinns. 

And yet this plaguy flirt 

WouM ding them m the dirte 

And smile to see mee tear. 

The locks fix>m of my haire. 
To scratch my chops^ rend my slops^ & at wakes to sit 
Like to a sot bereft both ofreason sense and witt. 

Therefore from this bou^ Tom bids a dew 
To the shepherds of the valley, and all the joviall crew. 
Farewell Thump, my ram, and Cui my bobtaild curre. 
Behold your Mr, proves his owne murtherer. 

Goe to my Philis, goe. 

Tell her this tale of woe. 

TeU her where she may finde 

Me tottering in the winde. 
Say on a tree she may see her Tom rid from all care. 
Where she may take him napping as Afo^^e took his 

mare. 

His Philis by chance stood close in a bu8h> 

And as the downe did sprawle, she stxeiglKt to him did 

rush. 
She cut in two the rope and thus to him she laid, 

Tom, my Tom, thou hast undone a maid. 

T 2 
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Then as one amaz'd. 

Upon her face he gaz*d -, 

And in this wofbll case^ 

She kist his pallid face. 
He whoopt amaine^ swore^ no swaine ever more should 

be. 
So happy in his love, nor halfe so sweet as she. 



OBSEOUIES. 



Draw not so near 
tJnlesse you shed a tear 
On the stone. 
Where I grone. 
And will weepe, 
Untill etemall sleepe 
Hath charm'd my weary eyes. 

Flora lyes here, 
Smbalm'd with many a teare* 
Which the swaines. 
From the plaines. 
Here have paid. 
And many a vestaU maid 
Hath moum*d her obsequies : 
Their snowy brests they tear. 
And rend their golden hayre ; 
Casting cryes. 
To celestiall deityes. 
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To returoe 
Her beauty from the ume^ 

To raigne 
Unparallel on earth againe. 
When strait a sounds 
From the ground^ 

Peircing the aire^ 
Cryes, shee's dead> 
Her soule is fled^ 
Unto a place more rare. 

You spirits that doe keep 
The dust of those that sleep^ 
Under the ground^ 
Heare the sound 
Of a swaine. 
That folds his armes in vain^ 
Unto the ashes he adores. 
For pity doe not fright 
Him wandring in the night : 
Whilst he laves 
Virgins graves 
With his eyes. 
Unto iheir memoryes. 
Contributing sad showers. 
And when my name is read. 
In the number of the dead. 
Some one may. 
In charity repay 
My sad soul. 
The tribute which she gav^ 



And howle 
Some raqoiem on my grave. 
Then weep noe more 
Qmfe will not restore 
Her freed from care. 
Though she be dead. 
Her eoule is fled 

Unto a place more rare. 



OF A TAYLOR AND A LOWSE. 

A LowsB without leave a taylor did molest. 
The taylor was forc*d the lowse to arrest ; 
The taylor of curtesie the lowse did release. 
But she bitt the harder and stil broke the peace. 
In this doubtfuU matter, your oounsell I aewe, 
What law of the lowse the taylor may have,. 
A jury of beggers debating the cause, 
Decree'd in their verdict that lyce should have laweSj 
And therefore they say without farther reciting 
That lyce must be suliject to the law of bacbitiog. 
Which law doth provide for the pariy so greived 
The lowse so offending not to be r^reived. 
But straight to be taken and had to the jaylf. 
And after to suffer the crush of the nayk. 
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THE OLD BAUJLD OF 

LITTLE MUSGRAVE AND THE LADY BABMARD. 

As it fell one holy-day, bay downe. 
As many be in the yeare^ 
When young men and maids 
Together did goe. 
Their mattins and masse to beare^ 

Little Musgrave came to the church dore^ 
The preist was at priirate masse 
But he had more minde of the faire women ; 
Then he had of our lady grace 

Tbe one of them was dad in green 
Another was dad in pak^ 
And then came in my lord Bernards wife 
The fairest amonst them all ^ 

She cast an eye on little Musgrave 
As bright as the summer sun. 
And then bethought this little Musgrave 
This lady's heart have I woonn. 

* 

Quoth she I have loved thee little Musgraioe 
Full long and many a day. 
So have I loved you fair lady« 
Yet never word durst I say. 
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I have a bower at BuckeUfordbery 

FoU daintylj it is geight^ 

If thou wilt wed thither thou little Musgrave 

Thou'fl lig in mine armes all night. 

Quoth he^ I thank yee faire lady 
This kindnes thou showest to me. 
But whether it be to my we^ or woe 
night I wiU lig with thee. 



With that he heard a little tyne page 
By his ladyes coach as he ran> 
All though I am my kdyes foot page 
Yet I am l<Md Bamardi man 

My lord Barnard shall knowe of this 
Whether I sink or sinn; 
And ever where the bridges were broake 
He laid him downe to swimme. 

A sleepe or wake thou Lord Barnard, 
As thou art a man of life 
For little Musgrave is at BucMesfordbery : 
A bed with thy own wedded wife. 

If this be true thou little tinny page. 
This tiling thou tellest to mee. 
Then all the land in BucJdezfi>rdbery 
I freely will give to thee. 
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But if it be a ly, thou little tinny page^ 
This thing thou tellest to me ; 
On the hyest tree in Buckles/ordbery 
Then hanged shalt thou be. 

He called up his meny men all 
Come sadle me my steed^ 
This night must I to Buckellsfordber^, 
For I never had greater need. 

And some of them whistl'd & some of them sung. 
And some these words did say; 
And ever when my lord Bamards horn blew, 
A way Musgrave away. 

Me-thinks I hear the thresel-oock, 
Me-thinks I hear the jaye, 
Me-thinks I hear my Lord Barnard, 
And I would I were away. 

Lye still, lye stiU, thou little Musgrave 
And huggeU me from the cold, 
Tis nothing but a shephards boy, 
A driving his sheep to the fold. 

Is not Ay hawke upon a perdi } 
Thy steed eats oats and hay ; 
And thou lair lady in thine aiines. 
And wouldst thou bee away } 



' 
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With that my lord Barnard caone to the dore 

And lit a stone upon 

He plucked out three silver keys^ 

And he open*d the dores each one. 

He lifted up the coverlett^ 

He lifted up the sheet. 

How now, how now, thou littell Musgrave 

Doest thou find my lady sweet ? 

I find her sweet, quoth little Mu^grave 
The more 'tis to my paine, 
I would gladly give three hundred pounds 
That I were on yonder plame. 

Arise arise thou littell Muigra:^^ 
And put thy doth-es on. 
It shal ne*re be said in my country 
I have killed a naked man. 

I have two swords in <me scabberd, 
FuU deere they cost my purse : 
And thou shalt have the best of tiiem 
And I will have the worse. 

V 

The first stroke that little Musgrave stidfie. 
He hurt Lord Barnard sore 
The next stroke tiiat L<»d Barnard stroke 
Little Musgrave ne*re itruek moie. 



With that hespake this Mre lady^ 

In bed whereas she lay^ 

Although thou'rt dead thou little Musgrave, 

Yet I for thee will pray. 

And wish well to thy soule wiU I 
So long as I hav;e life^ 
So win I not for thee Barnard 
Although I am thy wedded wife. 

He cut her paps from, off her brest^ 
Great pitty it was to see, 
That some drops of this ladies heart's blood 
Ran trickling downe her knee. 

Woe worth you, woe worth, my mery men all. 
You were ne*re borne for my good : 
Why did you not offer to stay my hand. 
When you see me wax so wood. ' 

For I have slaine the bravest sir knight 
That ever rode on steed. 
So have I done the fidrast lady 
That ever did womans deed. 

A grave, a grave. Lord Barnard cryd 
To put these lovers in : 
But lay my lady on upper hand 
For she came of the better kin. 
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THE SCOTS ARREARS. 

FowEB hundred thousand pounds 
A luity hag indeed ! 
Was't ever knowne so vast a sum 
Ere past the river Twede ? 

Great pitty it is^ I swear^ 

Whole carts was thither sent. 

Where hardly two in fifty knew. 

What forty shillings meant : 

But 'twas to some pen»iv*d. 

Three kingdomes were undone. 

And those that sit heere thought it fitt. 

To settle them one hy one. 

Now Ireland hath no haste. 

So there theile not h^in -, 

The Scottish ayde must first he pai'd. 

For ye came freely in. 

And William LUly writes — — 

Who writes the truth you know; 

In frosty weather they marched hither. 

Up to the chins in snow. 

Free quarter at excesse. 

They do not weigh a feather. 

Those crowns for coals brought in by shoals ; 

Scarce kept their men together. 
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Of plunder they esteeme 

As trifles of no worthy 

Of force ye dote because recruite 

Issued no faster forth. 

If once this cash is paid 

I hope the Soot be spedd. 

He need not steale but fairly deal 

Both to be doth'd and fedd. 

Our sheep and oxen may 

Safe in their pastures stand. 

What need they filch the cow 

Thats milch to sojoume in their land. 

I wonder much the Scot 

With this defiles his hands. 

Because the summ's a price of Rome 

Rays'd out of the bishops lands. 

But too too wel ye know 

To what intent they in came 

Twas not their paines produc*d this gaines 

Twas sent to packe them home, 

Il^ee thinks I heare them laugh 

To see how matters proved. 

And give ashout it so feU out. 

Ye were more fear*d then loved. 

If Jockey after this 

Reneaginge hath forgott 

From antient sires hee much retires 

And shows himselfe no Scott. 
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REB£LL1S SCOTUS. 

CvMM Deo sumuii ista a cedant Scdfto ? 
Variaia spienus Domina P$yche est suis* 
Aui ftellianatils rea, 'fripov rvginf^iff, 
CampanuliB omne$ / totus Ucalegonjuo, 
Coriacea cut tnUUes miUe hydripe, 
Suburhkanu pensUes parcecm 
Non sint refrigerio* Poetkusjurarf 
CametA non minttsf vel orejktmmeo 
Commune despuentejaium stelluld, 
Dirum ominaiur. Ecquis^ ^ Stody suam 
Jam iemperet hilemf patria qtuindo lue 
Tam Pymmian&i id est, pedictdosA, perit 9 
Bomhamachidisq ; Jit bolus myrmecUsf 
Scotos nee ausim nominare^ camUnum 
Nisi inter amuletaf nee meditarier 
Nisi cerebeUo, quod capiUitio ruhens 
(Qjuale autumo coluberrimum Furiis caput) 
Quot inde verbay tot venena prompserit. 
Khadamaniheumyjac, guttur esset nunc mihi, 
Sulphurque^ patibulumque copiosius 
Ructans, Magus qubm csBnias bombycinas; 
Poteram ut Agyrta Circulator ^ pillulas 
Vomicas loqui, out dftoxoXvybl^en^ Styga : 
Aut ut Geneva Stentores, PerHleis 
Tartara, Sp equmkos boare pulpitis : 
At machinantiparjbrem nunquam Scoto, 
Cunctis Sdopetis Msce gutturaUbus, 
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THE RESELL SCOT. 

How ! Providence ! and yet a Scottish crew ! 

Then madam Nature wears black patches too ? 

What shall our nation be in bondage thus 

Unto a land that truckles under us ? 

Rin^ the beUs backward, I am 411 on 1m, 

^ot all the buckets in a country quire 

Shall quench my rage. A poet should be fear'd^ 

When angry, like a comet's flaming beard. 

And Where's the Stoick, can his wrath appease 

To see his countrey.sick of Pym's disease } 

By Scotch-invasion, to be made a prey 

To such Pig-fvidgin Myrmidons as they ? 

But that there's charm in verse, I would not quote 

The name of Scot without an antidote; 

Ujilesse my head were red, that I might brew 

Invention there that might be poyson too. 

Were I a drowsie judge, whose dismal note 

Disgorgeth halters as a juglcics throat 

Doth ribbands : could I (in Sir Emp 'rick tone) 

Speak piUs in phrase, and quack destruction: 

Or roar like Marshall, that Genevah bulU 

Hell and damnation a pulpit full : 

Yet to expresse a Scot, to play that prize. 

Not all those mouth-granadoes can suffice. 
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Ut digna Dii duini, vorem par est pritU, 
fPraiHgiator ut) ticaSf Sf acinaces. 

Hue, huCf lambe, gressUnuJaxo tuis . 
At hue, lambe, morsibusjaxo magit. 
Satyraque tortrices^ tot hue addudte 
Flagdla, quat prasens meretur seetdum 
Scati Ve»(fieis pares ; audax styUtm 
Hcrum eruore tinge, sk nocent minus. 
Ut Martyres oUm induebant beUuis 
(Quasi sisterent Rogis sacros hypocritas) 
En hos eodem Schemate (at retro J Scatos, 
EslriL Scatos, intusjeras, Sf sine tropo* 
Fattax lema wperm nihil fooes 
Scoto cclanof Non ego BrUanmam. 
Lupis carentem dixerim^ vivo Scato. 
Qjdn Thamesinus pyrgopoUnkes Scatus 
Paterat leones, tigrides, ursos^ canes 
ProprH inquilinos pectoris spectaculo 
MonstrAsse; pro oboUs omnibus quibus solet 
Spectare monstra Gratis, 4r Fori simul 
Pctne ocreatum vdgus. Et patriajera 
Scatos eremus indicat terra piaga 
Td omniprasentem negans Deum, nisi 
Venisset inde CaroluB, cohors nisi 
Crafordiana, miles 8f M ontroBseus^ 
Feritatis eluens notam paganica, 
Hanc prastitisset semivictimam Deo; 
Nee Scaticus est, tatus Leopardus, Leo; 
Habent 8f Aram sicut Arcamfaderis 
Velut tabdke Hfidis picta plids 
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Before a Scot can properly be curst^ 

I must (like Hocus) swallow daggers first. 

Come> keen lamincksy with your badgers feet^ 
And badger-like^ bite tiU your feet do meet 
Help^ ye tart satyrists^ to imp my rage^ 
With all the scorpions that sliould whip this age, 
Scots are like witches ; do but whet your pen ; 
Scratch till the bloud come^ theyl not hurt you then. 
Now as the martyrs were inforc*d to take 
The shapes of beasts^ like hypocrites at stake ; 
He bait my Scot so, yet not cheat your eyes, 
A Scot, within a beast, is no disguise. 

No more let Ireland brag, her harmlesse nation 
Fosters no venom, since the Scot*s plantation ; 
Nor can our feign'd antiquity maintain 5 
Since they came in, England hath wolves again. 
The Scot that kept the Tower, might have showne 
(Within the grate of his own breast alone) 
The leopard and the panther, and ingrost 
What all those wild collegiats had cost : 
The honest high-shooes, in their termly fees. 
First to the salvage lawyer, next to these. 
Nature her selfe doth Scotch-men beasts confesse. 
Making their countrey such a wildemesse, 
A land that brings in question and suspense 
Gods omni-presence, but that Charles came thence. 
But that Montrosse and Craijofords loyal band 
Atton'd their sins, and christ*ned half the land ; 
Nor is it all the nation hath these spots 3 
There is a church, as well as Kirk of Scots : 

u 
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Fert Angela pan hae, Sf hac eacodamouas : 

Cui somnmnH tartarum nuuUpavor 

Sic pcenUerCf viderat regnum veUm 

Nigrius Scoiorum semd, Sf esset innocent. 

RegiOf malignA qtiajhcit votum prece, 

Rdegeiur ad Gyares breves nunquam incola I 

Punisset uhi Cainum nee exUio Deus» 

Sedt ui ille trechedipnum, magis DomccemOi 

Vt gem vagam recutita, vel confagiunif 

Aut Beelzebub, si des ubiquitariunt* 

Mine erroJU semper Scotus, certos locos, 

Et hos 8f illos quoslibet cU6 nauseam^ 

Vijrusta divisi orbis, Sf iopograpkia 

Mendicitaiis offulas, eurtas niniis. 

Ipse universitatis hares integntf 

Et totus in totOf natio epidemica. 

Nee gliscit ergijargonare GaUicif 

Exoiicis aut Indids modiSf neque 

Iberio nutu negare, nee studet 

CaUere quern de Bdgicis Hoghea mqgben 

Venter iumenSf aut barba canthari rrfert, 

(Qua Coriatis una mens nostratibus} 

Pugna est in animo, atque animus in patina Scoto. 

Huic Struthioni suggeret cibum chal^» 

Et denti'ductor appetitus, baUheo, 

Pro more, pendulos molares inserit. 

At interim nostras quid involant dapesf 
Serpens Edenum> non Edenbu^gum appetit. 
Aut Anglia, cui jam malum est iemorrhois, 
Hismatopotas has posteris meatibus 
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As in a picture^ wheie the squinttng pftint 
Shews fiend on this side^ and on that side saint : 
He that saw hell in's melancholy dream 
And in the twi-light of his fancy's theam> 
Scar*d from his sins> repented in a fright. 
Had he viewed Scotland, had tam*d proselyte. 
A land, where one may pray with curst intent, 
O may they never suffer banishment ! 
Had Cain been«&;o^, God would have changed his doom. 
Not forc't him wander, but oonfin'd him home. 
Like Jews they spread, and as infection fly. 
As if the devil had ubiquity. 
Hence 'tis they live at rovers, and defie 
This or that place, rags of geography. 
They're citizens o'th' world ; they're all in all, 
ScotlantTs a nation epidemical. 
And yet they ramble not, to learn the mode 
How to be drest, or how to lisp abroad ; 
To return knowing in the Spanish shrug. 
Ox which of the Dutch-States a dbuble jug 
Resembles most, in belly, or in beard 
(The card by which the marriners are steer'd.) 
No i the ScotS'Errant fight, and fight to eat ; 
Their Estrich-stomach make their svoords their tneat» 
Nature with Sects, aa tooth-drawers hath dealt. 
Who use to hang their teeth upon their belt. 
Yet wonder not ai this their happy choice ; 
The serpent's fatal still to Paradise. 
Sure England hath the hemeroids, and these 
On the north-posture of the patient seize. 
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Naiura medica tuppoiuU hinuUnei 
Cruore saiiandos Ucit noitro prills^ 
Noitro sed ^ cruore moribundos quoque. 

Nee comptUo credant priori^ .no$ Uem 
Novum addituros, scrviiutem pristirue 
Aliamy gemdlam nupenBfJraiereulos 
Palpare quando aeperant charos nitniSf 
fSuffragiorutn sciUcet poppyemaia) 
Et crustulum impertire velut qffam Cerbp'o 
Subblandieru decreverat senatulus. 

Nos ara locuiis ? arma visceribus pritU 
Indemus usque S; usque vel capulo tenus. 
Seri videmus quo Scdtum trades modo* 
Princeps rebeUi mitior tergo quasi 
Setlas equina detrahens aptat sua. 

At jus rapinas hasce defendit vetusf 
Egyptus ista perdit, aufert Israel 
An bMiorum nescis hos satellites f . 
Pratorianis queis cohortibus, (naocs 
Hieniflalem triariisj spes nititur 
Sororcularum f Cardo, cardo vertitur 
Cupediarum, primitive legis^ Sfc, 

O bone Deus / quanti est carere Uuteis ! 
Orexis ut Borealis, 8^ James, m&oet ! 
Victuque, vestibusque cassi, hinc Knoxio 
Sutore simtdy Sf Knoxio utuntur coquo, 
Pt^ qtiod algeantf quod esuriantpii, 

Laroas quin usque detrahaSf 4* nummulis 
TituUsque, (ui animabus) subestjallacia. 
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Like leeches^ thus they physically thirst 
After our bloud^ but in the cure shall burst. 



Let them not think to make us run o*th score. 
To purchase viUenage as once before. 
When an act pass'd to stroak them on the head. 
Call them good subjects, buy them ginger-bread. 



Nor gold, nor acts of grace, 'tis steel must tame 
The stubborn Scat: a prince. tliat would reclaim 
Rebels by yeilding, doth like him, (or worse) 
Who sadled his own back, to shame his horse. 

Was it for this you left your leaner soil^ 
Thus to lard Israel with ^gypts spbyl ? " 
They are the Gospels life-guard, but for them 
(The garrison of new Jerusalem) 
What would the brethren do } the cause ! the cause ! 
Sack possets, and the fundamental lawes ! 

Lord ! what a goodly thing is want of shirts ! 
How a Scotch-stomack, and no meat, converts ! 
They wanted food and rayment ; so they took 
Religion for their seamstresse, and their cook. 

Unmask them well 5 their honours and estate 
As well as conscience are-sophisticate. 
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Librett Sf baronet fietumescani interim 
Vocabulorum tfpnpafd) quanti vaieiUl 
Hie cantianum pttnej pctne villicum, 
Solidosque iotos illa^ sed gratis^ duos, 

Apagi Miperhetjraudukntiit, Hmud 
ProiapiA pictos^^fide 4* pidos procul : 
Opprobrium poetieo vel siigmaH 
Etiam cruet crux* Non aUier Hyperboku 
Hypersceleitus ostracismojit pudar, 

Americanus, Hie, qui ccelum horruit 
Quod Hitpanorum repot ed ted pare quota ! 
Viderat in Oreo n Scotos, (km tat Scatos!) 
Roterodamus pependerat medUmmus. 
Sat musa I semissajereuiaria 
MeduUiids vorans, diabolis inxndes 
Propriam abi euam Scoti paropfidem* 
Vt BemicUs enim Scoti, sic Lua/er 
Saturatur ipsis Bemiclatioribus, 

Nam lapsus dJurcA Scotus, mox 4* Styge 
Tinctus^ suum novatur in Plaut^Anserem. 



FINIS. 
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Shrive but their titles^ and their money poize^ 
A laird and twenty pounds pronounced ivith noise^ 
When constru*d^ but for a plain yeoman go. 
And a good sober two-pence, and well so. 
Hence then, you proud impostors, get you gone. 
You Picts in gentry and devotion ; 
You scandal to the stock of verse, a race 
Able to bring the gibbet in disgrace. 
HyperboltLS by sufifering did traduce 
The ostracism, and sham*d it out of use. 

The Indian, that heaven did forsweare. 
Because he heard the Spaniards were there. 
Had he but known what Scots in hell had been. 
He would ErasmuS'VikA have hung between : 

My Muse hath done. A voider for the nonce ; 
I wrong the devil, should I pick their bones. 
That dish is his 3 for when the Scots decease. 
Hell, like their nation, feeds on barnacles, 

A Scot, when from the gaUow-tree got loose. 

Drops into Styx, and turns a Soland-goose. 



THS END. 



T. Davison, LooilMird->itreet, 
Whitefnan, London. 
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